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PREFACE 



Somebody once said to me : "Other people's geographical experiences 
e always boring." This may be true, and yet when a journey to the 
OUtitam heights of the world has become an experience so vivid, so revitaliz- 
ing that it can never be forgotten, perhaps any writer may be forgiven for 
wanting to set it down. 

The journey of which I write was made in 1926. It may strike some 
people that a trek made so long ago can be but the faintest of memories, but 
to me, Ladakh is much more than that. Ea my mind I can still see the 
country, the faces of many of its inhabitants, and the villages in which we 
sometimes pitched our tents. 

Writing this book has increased an urge that was driving me to take the 
road again. Few of us in war-time England can indulge a roving spirit, so 
I am worse oft than I was. Yet comfort can be had from remembering past 
happiness, reminding one that vital experience is one's own for ever. 

Old, detailed diai ies and photographs have helped me to recapture those 
days spent trekking over high mountains, so perhaps I can hope that this 
book may offer temporary escape to those who, like myself, are uncomfortable 
when static for too long. 
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„ «tPP«n> V, WOMAN VKUNOS WlltN. KOONP A ABUATJ- - ',K AY 

club in Calcutta, one s:o.u^ May afternoon told h m ffia I was ^ p ng 
with tm >xtnd on a shootmg-tnp to 1 adakh II y asked. 
Ladakh ?" Even one asks that, because tew people know. ^Wgg 
who do. are often seemingly impenetrable men who a Pl ear so "naocuW 
that the nVht be suspected of having a secret ; either a woman at horn * 
sScialhes of India seem poor stuff, or perhaps a longing for some- 

*^Sf iSSltom .he Kashmir government to shoot in , L**h 
-pcSniu that a^keenly soi.ght. A shooting-block » »W*£*%t 
Thev undertake not to cross the Tibetan frontier (Ladakhj s jf»%g**^ 
small countrv-at least, it seems so on the map-betw^ tf» north-«stot 
Kashmir and Tibet proper) : they take three to four monte leave, and depart 
seldom with the handicap of a woman travelling with '^!^°^ntoy 
see them aeain until thev arrive one day in the club of their up country 
station, bronzed and lean, and indefinably renewed. „. married 

Mv husband seemed to think he could do likewise, even &°ugh«uuT«d 
to me' It was a proposition I had not imagined. Somehow it dtdn t> M 
to in the programme. Yet I had to admit ^"V^Hklw 
bringing he was a sportsman. One who had often looked upon the Himalayas 
Zhe Indian side, and must have known frustration at bemg, by a soldier s 
duties, prevented from exploration of their mysteries I ^w^hadsome- 
times been envious of the bags procured by brother officers I knew perfectly 
well that one of his greatest ambitions was to gam a head of the immense 
ovis ammon (the wild sheep to be found beside the Indus), also one belonging 
to the^ceful Tibetan antelope which comes down , to .the i valley of the Chang 
Chenmo river during summer months to feed I had no. ^* ™™ £ 

trip as he now contemplated would be a high light of his life, and that his 
feet were itching for the road. He was not the stay-at-home type, which is 
no to say that fuch a man does not love his home I^'ER 
the stav-at-home man who accompanies his wife down the High Street ot a 
owfhelp ng her Scarry parcels. P Why then, should I obto to to startjg 
upon such a trip ? My objections were far from logical. Only— what could 

I do with mvself whilst he was away? . 

There were several possibilities I could rent jtogtot m Srma^ 
sharing it with another woman for companionship Many of my rater 
Army wives had just such a project in view. "Do come, they said it 
would te fon being there all together." Would it? People's ideas of fun 
are1 P t to vary I could imagine myself sitting in Srinagar Tike a parcel that 
has been left, and must remain till called for. Bestdes, ^Itoj 
fellow women, if you take one for a day-m, day-out companions!^ you have 
to be so careful. And then-what did one do m Srinagar? But my dear 
it's heavenly," people said. "It's a lotus-eating lile. You lounge, you 
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drift There are dances—fun. If you get bored v™. , 
Gulmarg and play golf !" 8 ™ red you <* n al ways g0 Up < 

Golf. Golfers golfed when thev talked a* mn^ « r> , ° 
wonderful soldier^-Gurkhed. Ja&jS?. w^^LSfSf^ 



evilly 



disposed, evasive white ball w as not my idea rfj^ijb^ " „ 
eating would make me fidgety, especially with all thofe molnSn/ 0 ^ 
mc. suxnmonmg and beckoning. And if not X^^^^T^ 
to an ordinary hill station, to exist in which must be much the sa^ 80 

One of many women who look at every newcomer to the horrid ZkZ 
wiA^an appraising eye. «h she more attractive than I, or than I could ever 
be; rhat is the way the thoughts of women are apt to run in hill stations 
It is not entirely our fault, because it is what the land of second-rate novels' 
second-rate clothes and third-rate conversation does to us unless we fight 
like the devil against it. And in India women often lose their fighting spirit. 

I could, of course, go home to England, and buy some new clothes to wear 
at the race meetings next cold weather, returning to Calcutta with nothing more 
refreshing than a repetition of various experiences lived through before I 
ever came to the East, together with a memory of how healthy people looked 
at home by comparison with the jaded wrecks that late hours, hot weather, 
malaria, and the everlasting gossip round drink-laden tables bring about in 
India. 

So I said, realizing that the remark would be a bombshell to Noel : "Can't 
I come with you T* 

He looked at me and answered : "Now do be reasonable, old girl." 

Most women know what that means ; the pointing out of difficulties, the 
soothing, propitiatory arguments — all that. 

He said: "Do you realize that there are no roads in Ladakh— only 
mountain tracks ? That Leh, the capital, lies at over 1 1,000 feet, and that I 
must travel higher still ? That to reach the country where I can get the 
heads I want, in the time at my disposal, I shall sometimes have to march 
as much as twenty miles a day. If you got ill there'd be no way back 
except the way we went !" (I began to take heart at that "We".) "The 
shooting-block in the Chang Chenmo Valley, which is my furthest objective, 
lies at 19,000 feet, and there is such a thing as mountain sickness. You'd 
have to live on any old food, suffer cold and wind, spoil your skin. You— 
who have never even slept in a tent, or endured any acute discomfort? 
Women — ordinary women — don't go to Chang Chenmo." 

To speak vulgarly, that put the kibosh on it. Ordinary women ! And 

yet i knew I could not claim to be anything else. All the same, something 

-—vanity, was it? — made me determined. I'd hate to think it was only 
vanity, and yet, how many women really know their motives for what 

they do ? 

"I'm coming," I said. 
Did I by any chance hear the suggestion of a groan ? Perhaps. In an 
effort to comfort, I added : "I swear not to be a nuisance. I promise I won t 
do anything to hamper you in getting your heads. I won't complain, 
ut I want to come more man anything in the world." 
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if he was thinking "There goes my chance of getting any 
NO wcd it shouldn't beso. Did I sec his brother officers looking 



at hJQ with raHi i ne like pity ? I'd show them. 



We had to reckon on being away from ordinary 
food supplies for several weeks. To I great extent— at any rate until we 
■ - -j . which was beyond all habitation— we 

could live oo the country. No beef is killed in Kashmir on account of 
the religion of the people. The cow is sacred, but there would be sheep. 
The idea was, apparently that one bought one whole, and that one s cook 
dissected it and ccoked'it. There would be goats' milk, and local butter. 
We decided to take also some tins of butter from the Delhi Dairy f arm. We 

zt: tzz* ar.c scraccx chickens from the villages we passed. 
On the other hand, we had to prepare against emergencies. Jmncd tood 
must of course, be taken to keep us going when we were beyond haoitation, 
and also in case of illness. Weight must be considered, because every extra 
baesaee ponv would add considerably to the expense of the trek. Hour was 
essential,^*) was oil. Our tent would be lighted by the ubiquitous hurricane 
"buttf * Our cook would bake our bread in the primitive stone oven that 
cooks in the East know how to make. Whom should we take as cook/ 
That was a question. , , . . 

To take a plainsman on such a trip was a risk. To employ a Kashmiri 
cook was to invke robbery. Our bearer at that time was a man of nearly 
fifty (which is old for an Indian; called Rahim. He had a tough old face, and 
tremendous "izzaTf m his native cantonment of Meerut, because he, his 
father, and his grandfather, had all served officers in the R^***"*^* 
Artillery, loyally and with credit. People-some people-say that all Indian 
slants are dishonest. Perhaps I am not one of those clever memsahibs 
who can't be cheated without knowing it, but I had never found Rahim 
anything but honest. It seemed he had our interests always at heart. And 
now he said : "1 come with Sahib and Memsahib. 

Nod was dubious about this suggestion "You're old, Rahim. and you 
may pack up. The trek might kill you. Of course, I'd see you had a tat t 
to ride on but all the same — the cold. ... 

Rahim stoo^l there, his rugged face express.onless. "I come I make 
bread. I good cook. I come. I in prison once with Sahib Smith in Kut. 

S ™We S kne^&^ During the last war he had been taken prisoner as 
an officer"s^rvant All the same, that seemed to have little bearing upon 
towthfcold ofTadakh would affect him now ■ * .later hfe But there was 
something incalcuUble ^^gjjg To'ake E^a^Mh 
^cTkTn^V^S 

blow we could have dealt him. 1 think he would have fought back , arrivea 
at the train, and 1 boarded it ^ him with us 

We Kffi^tof ^ heat, for the Ladakhi sun could burn 
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in July ; against blizzards, and the icy winds that would blow upon the pa*» 
For a man to organize his wardrobe for such a journey is not difficult, but 
a woman must cut out the frills and get down to business. Again, the 
expense of pack ponies had to be thought of. Enough of everything must be 
taken, all weather conditions met and overcome, but there must not be an 
ounce too much. A thick coat was a necessity. It should cover as much of 
me as possible, and yet not be too long to ride in. I bought a heavy blanket and 
had it made up by the battery tailor, padded and lined. Breeches or Jodb- 
purs? Jodhpurs would be misery if they got wet, and there was no hope of 
changing. Breeches and boys' knee-length stockings seemed a better 
proposition. I insisted on silk shirts and pyjamas rather than flannel (and 
how unknowingly right I was ! At a time when we couldn't wash much, h 
was Noel, not I, who got lice when the coolies dropped them on our bedding 
and our kit. Lice cuddle up in the seams of flannel, they slip off silk.) 
"Chaplis," thin leather boots with a sole strapped firmly underneath, so that 
when stones assemble between the sole and the thinner lining of the boot they 
can be easily removed ; rope-soled shoes ; and Gilgit boots, with leather feet 
and uppers reaching to one's knees, made of the thickest blanket ; a fur-lined 
hat with ear-flaps— all these could be bought in Srinagar. Blankets and 
bedding were details which did not require much thought I added eider- 
downs and hot-water bottles. Then there were cooking utensils and solid 
fuel, over which water could be boiled for tea. I took an old friend, my 
Burberry, knowing its wind-proof qualities. Next came something to read. 
Why read ? Because there would be times when Noel would be away most 
of the day upon the mountains, when I should be left in camp. One's mind, 
I thought, would have to be given some form of food. My choice was not 
original. I took two plays of Shakespeare's, Wuthering Heights, and two of 
Charlotte Bronte's novels. 

We left Calcutta on a breathless afternoon in June, travelling to Rawal 
Pindi, and then by car to Srinagar. Most people who read travel books 
know about Srinagar — the Venice of the East and so forth. It is all true. 
The place is beautiful and haunting. You see forget-me-not coloured 
mountains in the distance ; the colours of the bazaar overhanging the river 
are exquisite, and there are times when you feel you would be happy to stay 
there all your life. Lotus-eating. That is all life in Srinagar amounts to. 

We remained for four days while we collected our kit, plus a shikari (the 
hunter who would know where heads were to be acquired) and a "chota 
shikari" or general help and washer-up of such dishes as there would be. 

While there, we saw grass widows, real widows, distressed gentlefolk, 
Americans, young girls out to captivate, and little subalterns in immense 
plus-fours, the type that prefers to do its "shikar" (which, of course, means 
"hunting") among civilized surroundings. I don't want to suggest that 
there were many such. That would be unfair to the British Army. There 
were, too, old colonels and their wives who had become so much attached 
to "Mother India" that they could not bear to leave her even on retirement, 
and then there were a few people who had come only to steep themselves m 
lovely Nature, and who lived sometimes in tents. 

During the season, from eleven to one every morning, the beauty, dowd> 
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fashion of Srinagw can he seen walking beside (he JhJum on the 
"Bund", or sipping a pre-luncfa cocktail beneath the large and shady tree on 
the club "Tier. It is all \ery smart, very dashing, or incredibly boring, just 
according to the wa\ one looks at it. In the mornings, too, dressy ladies do 
. v r shopping, buying Kashmiri furs from avaricious merchants, or tit- 
tuping along contentedly with parcels containing home-made dresses which 
the Srinagar "dimes" are to embroider just like Mrs. So-and-so's. Some- 
times one sees the lone man from the plains, impatient to get going on the road 
towards real shikar. He is hurrying about, as Noel was, followed by his 
shikari, buying stores, yakdans (a type of suitcase) to put them in, fitting his 
servants out with footwear, and endeavouring to leave Srinagar as soon as 
possible, so as to reach his shooting-ground quickly (each man when he gets 
his permit to shoot has his ground allotted to him) and not waste one moment 
of his precious lease. He looks with scorn upon the smartly plus-foured 
subaltern, and with but faint interest at the pretty women, feeling no doubt 
that there are times for all things. 

After lunch the bund is deserted, while the population goes to sleep, then, 
at about 4 p.m., out it comes again in picnic parties, floating by in the flat- 
bottomed, attractively cushioned punts that are called "shikaras". Placidly 
these drift down the Jhelum river, and out by way of tributaries to the lovely 
spots that exist beyond. Slipping through narrow, leafy water lanes, they 
force their way through the lilies growing in such profusion, out on to the 
lakes that are without a ripple, where ihe pink lotus lilies grow. There you 
can lie, soaking yourself with beauty, thinking your thoughts, wondering 
about life and love and death. The atmosphere is not conducive to origin- 
zility 

Many people maintain that the country is spoilt by the Kashmiri. He 
certainly does his best to make one think so. He is ubiquitous. If you live 
in a houseboat, the moment you appear in the morning he is already there, 
sitting in his shikara filled with carved woodwork, papier-mache objects, 
copper urns, brass elephants, or silk. 

'^Buy something, Ladysahib," he oils, smiling at you from an amazingly 
handsome face. "Very good things, Ladysahib ! i„t«rn«*« it as 

An infuriated, "Go away at once !" cuts ; no ice ^ He mtorpieteit as 
meaning, "Show me what you have got," and "^^^^^ 5 
to hear "Verv orettv things, I show you," he says, as if you are a spout 
CTeautre who n^d ^humouring. You leave him and go inside the houseboat 
Z TEK Zt^tt^but fhere he is, at the window, oiling, whining, un- 
moved by any insult that is Juried at him. admit that 

It is said that there is good m all men. \ ery wen knowing 

although the Kashmiri natural l ^^^hi 
not the meaning of gratitude—he is also a - R .„ t work if a 

creations with few of the crud.ties of Bnti^ * In dia He v ^ ^ 

woman is at hand to work for him and he w HI se u ms > g 
mother to the highest ^'^%^^^ScBn perhaps forgive 
beautiful physical specimens, ^ d J^, ™? v ^vely having bold, fine features, 
them much. The women are W nic ^Xreenwes You see them punting 
fair skins, raven hair and enormous pale green eyes. 
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the "dungas", in which so many Kashmiris live, their loose garments fiW 
from their shoulders in a graceful line ; their teeth gleaming as they cadS* 
smiles and back-chat w ith the punters of the boats they pass, 

The Kashmiri is a wonderful waterman. He will guide a shikara thr 
narrow congested channels, leaving a fraction of space to avoid a couSf 
He may infuriate you, but always you will want to look at him. He? 1 
rascal, but to some his charm is potent. * 

I paid a visit to a merchant called Ganymede, who produced nap^ 
mache designs that were in a totally different class from those of the mi 
vendors. His house hung over the Jhelum among golden-brown slums, h 
was strange to realize that these slums, built by uneducated people for dim 
and somewhat unpleasant men and women to live in, could result in so much 
beauty. But in Srinagar beauty seems to happen just by chance. Even 
the white cushions, embroidered with coarse red thread, on the seats of the 
shikara which carried me, compared favourably with the orange atrocities 
piped with black that are sold in England for use in garden chairs. 

At Ganymede's house I was met by a tout who asked me to follow him 
Leaving a flagged stone passage, we turned up a flight of stairs, and I found 
myself in a room almost filled with carved walnut furniture. Beyond, 
there was another room with a window thrown out above the Jhelum. On 
the floor sat Ganymede, cross-legged, packing bowls into a box. I asked if 
he would show me some of his work. He motioned to me to sit down on 
the window-seat, which was a veritable sun-trap. The sun poured in, lighting 
up the exquisite colours that abounded on his work which was on every table 
in the room. The place was silent and peaceful, perhaps because Ganymede, 
with his flowing beard and dignity, was not garrulous like his brother 
Kashmiris. 

"Memsahib would like some tea, I think ?" he asked after a moment. 
He was now sitting on the floor before me. "I have some very good China 
tea. Memsahib like?" 

Yes. Memsahib would like very much. A tray was brought with thin, 
handle-less cups of China tea, fragrant and spicy. 

"And now I show you beautiful things." Again taking a seat upon the 
Moor, this Eastern artist slowly and reverently unwound tissue paper from 
the bowls he had been packing. There was, of course, much else in the room 
hecould have shown me, but time and trouble seemed not to matter to him. 
These things are specially beautiful," he said ; "they go to the Paris Exhibi- 
tion. 

Here were no bowls covered with forget-me-nots and roses, so often 
seen in the drawing-rooms of Anglo-Indian households. There was nothing 
here that had made the journey from Birmingham, only to be taken back to 
England by credulous tourists. He showed me golden coloured bowls with 

teMrf^ ,n copper j bow,s of the and m ° st subtie 

shade of blue with purple irises traced in a bold design round them Some 
^h^nfnf^ 8 ° f ^° St ^ co,ourful bird * Painted wT^sulhatteS 

"You hke M^tf^. that the crafts ^nship astonished. 
You like, Memsahib." It was a statement. 
Very much. You design them all ?" 
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"Of course. Memsahib, and never, never do I make two alike." 
"You must love your work." 

"But of course, Memsahib." He did not discuss its intricacies with me. 
Why should he, w hen I should have understood but little of them? Perhaps 
some people would have called the copper flowers a stunt. It mattered little 
when the result was beautiful. The afternoon passed happily. 

While I was discovering Srinagar, Noel had been busy. He had collected 
a shikari called Sultana Malik, and a chota shikari called Samandu. Sultana 
Malik had a good reputation among sportsmen as a shikari who would always 
bring his employer w ithin firing distance of the game which he was stalking. 
He was a squat man with a fine Kashmiri head that was too large for his 
body. He had intelligent eyes that seldom smiled, and a dark beard. Al- 
though, like all Kashmiris, he was greedy for money, his job was his supreme 
interest. He talked, thought, and lived sport. And now the first complica- 
tion had arisen, for he objected to Rahim. He would, he said, have much 
preferred us to take a cook of his own choosing. That we could well believe, 
when we considered the bargaining that would take place at the villages we 
passed, and the pickings Sultana Malik would be able to share with a Kashmiri 
cook. Any but a Kashmiri, he said, would undoubtedly go sick upon the 
road, and, after all, was he not responsible for the Sahib s good sport ? It 
was hard upon his reputation if the trip were to be so jeopardized from the 
start. We repeated what he had said to Rahim giving km a last chanceto 

back out of the expedition Rahim ^^T^ ttt he kneVlne 
tr» i^a<shmir before even if he had never trekked, and that ne Knew me 
^KSm^L^-^rT^l Sultana Malik accepted his defeat with a bad 
CT act a^d a7 once proceeded to increase his demands for the warm clothing 
wh? which it is the Custom for those bent upon shikar to equip their 

TS^^l^^^ that he would sdl a in the bazaar on hls 

retu il andll was a longe r thinner individual with a mild, gentle eye that was, 

5Sf£ hfdrnoUook upon mc w th S« ^approval. I suspected that 
because he did not i0 . 01 SuP"» n "* unnecessary encumbrance, and that 

he C ° nSidered W ° U,d 

water, and chop wood, bnngmg our f oil owers so tar p ^ ^ 

It was not until June ^^^J^pSti, our kit, tents, yakdans 
vagaries of the motor lorry '^^^Skkts' ^ Srinagar where we 
and servants as far as Gan f™™°?J for tne first six stages of the journey, 
would camp for a ni^ comp ound of the Dak 

Our tents, hired in Snnaga r, wc y b acute . 
bungalow, and our impatience to be in the compound. . He was 

Before dark, another trav^ 
a sapper who had taken his leave earl> back to the plains. He 
twoovis ammon, and who was now on his rf ^ ^ J nQtlced 

seemed very happy, and over tea gave us 
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that his face had little skin left on it, and in a weak moment wondered how 
my own would stand up to sun, wind and snow. But such doubts belonged 
to the past. I was in for it now. 

We supped at seven, in the cool air, and were in bed by eight-thirty, ready 
for an early start. It seemed waste to leave the outside world so soon, f 0r 
moonlight was flooding the valley of the River Sind, making the hills around 
us, with the fir trees climbing their slopes, so beautiful as to be for ever 
unforgettable. 

We were called by Rahini at six the next morning, and breakfasted at 
six-thirty, so as to start the march while it was still cool. Our next halt 
would be Kangan. 

I was shaken by the number of baggage-ponies we needed ; twelve for our 
kit and stores. And yet we had worked out the amount necessary to take 
with us to the last ounce. Naturally the total would be lightened as we 
proceeded, but twelve ponies seemed a lot. V/c took another one, too, for 
me to ride, because Noel seemed to think it would be a pity if I became foot- 
sore and cross. Evidently he was still not entirely convinced that his trip 
would not be ruined. Time, I felt, alone would show. 

The weather was delicious ; not yet too hot. The misty atmosphere was 
remindful of the English country on a perfect summer's morning. On either 
side of our road were enormous bushes of wild roses, and the air was sweet 
with them. Around us rose snow-covered mountains. In the warm sunshine 
it was difficult to believe that snow could be so close. 

Our path wound up the valley of the Sind. Here the valley was wide, and 
there was much cultivation. Noel told me that higher up, nearer its source, 
the river became a rushing torrent tearing down over enormous boulders. 
He added : "This only breaks you in gently for what is to come." As a 
subaltern he had spent a leave in Baltistan. 

In the distance we could see two men coming towards us, and for the 
first time I began to understand the excitement of meeting someone on a 
lonely road ; the charm of surprise encounters, and the significance of the few 
words one exchanges with people who are trekking like oneself. When we 
came up with them we found they were two young subalterns who had been 
a long way and shot nothing ; moreover, the pony of one of them had just 
upset "master" while crossing a tributary of the Sind. "Master" was so 
disgusted with it that he asked us to take it with us, back to the village where 
it belonged. 

We arrived at Kangan, a tiny village, at 10.30, spread ourselves out 
beside the river under a big tree, and had our lunch. While our tents were 
being put up I cooled my feet in the icy snow water, thinking : I must try not 
to keep on saying, "This is heaven." It must sound monotonous. 

* i^^^T 1 ^ gre ? t bushes of roses mad e the place a garden. Green 
fields of barley ran down to the left bank of the river which was leaping 

fl^^ anC -H g d £yV he val i e 7 in th e sunlight, its water the colour of jade, 
1 Iv ^ 1 '/ 0 ^ u Upon the other bank w ere wooded hills, reaching 
a LnX£ ■ 1 to wonder what ex actly was the peculiar 

home W ^i m,r ' Whu i h was ^mehow so remindful of loveliness at 
Home, and yet so different. There was something of the feeling of Southern 
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Ireland in the air. much of Bagltad in the tlelds, and we were at a height 
of wVV feet. 

kangan boasted a post-otuce. I thought I would buy some post-cards 
and m\ estimate its machinery. 1 found a tiny room, furnished only with a 
table used for odice work, and a "charpoy" on which the posmaster was lying 
sound asleep. U seemed unkind to wake him for the post-cards. I said so 
to Noel, who had followed me in. Our voices roused the postmaster, who 
stretched himself, reached out a hand for his pugaree, and then sat up and 
rubbed his eyes like a child, the dignity of office returning to him w ith every 
second. 

•'Change it to a postal order," said Noel, "and see what happens." 
% T want a postal order for live rupees, please," J said. 
Something like a groan passed the lips of the postmaster, who appeared 
not yet capable of speech. This sounded like serious work with pen and 
ink. Letters were not so difficult. He could sell stamps, but this demand 
would take consideration and much time. Yet he appeared to be cheering 
up. I wondered why. Then he said delightedly, "No postal orders for 
India. Only postal orders for England," suggesting by his tone that this 
ought to defeat me. "I give you money order ? Or if you like you can put 
five rupees in registered envelope." 
"All right, HI do that." 
A drawer in the table was opened. 
"You want a small envelope or big one ?" 
"Small one, please." 

"I have no small one. You better take big one." 
I began to feel a little tired of the conversation. "How much ?" 
"Four annas. You write name and address here, and here. . . ." He 
produced two receipts to be filled in. When filled, he put on his glasses and 
inspected them for a minute, as though they were something rare and curious, 
before he put them in a drawer. 

Noel had given up and gone outside. I heard him calling me. 
"Coming !" I answered. But the postmaster was not to be left so easily. 
He was now fully awake. He had just completed some work with the most 
admirable thoroughness. Now he expected something as a reward, and that 
something was "khubber".* Next to money and food, khubber is the 
thing most dear to the heart of the Kashmiri, and particularly those m the 
less-frequented parts of the country. Stop any cooli on the road and he 
will tell you how many sahibs are on the "rasta",f which sahib has been 
shooting, and which merely trekked "dekna kewaste",J which sahib is 
American, and therefore rich, and the correct days for the arrival at the 
different stages of them all. B ■ , . 

"Memsahib come from Srinagar?" asked the postmaster. 

;'Yes." 

"Going far, Memsahib?" 

t4 Leh-Laaakh. . . . Ah-'lumbarasta'§ from Calcutta to Lch-Ladakh. .^T 



* News. 



t Way. 



% In order to see. 



§ Long way. 
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"Calcutta— how did you know that?" 

"A gentleman—he go by Baltistan— he in Srinagar just now. His serva ul 
tell me." Further questions followed, until I determinedly left the office 
I rather thought I had left the postmaster fresher than when I found him,' 
while I myself was suffering from a feeling of exhaustion. 

"Honestly, old girl M Noel began. 

"Well, you wouldn't have done any better. That man is undefeatable/' 
"You should have known it and been stronger-minded. He is an Indian 
postmaster. He is now utterly happy because he has made you write your 
name at least once more than you need have done. He has kept you twenty 
minutes in that post-office while he found out who you were, why you were 
here, and where you were going. He has dealt with you with firmness. 
What more has life to offer him as a compensation for being woken up in the 
middle of his working hours?" 

As we looked back, we saw a group of villagers already collected before 
the steps leading up to the post-office. The postmaster stood at the top of 
them. He appeared to be making a speech. No one should ever marvel 
at the way news uavels in the East. 

CHAPTER TWO 

THE NIGHT WE SPENT AT KANGAN WAS COLD. NEITHER OF US GOT MUCH 

sleep, as the day before had been deceptive, and we had not unpacked enough 
blankets. That night the river, as seen from our tent, seemed to be bathed 
in liquid gold from the light of the moon. All round us was a beauty so 
unearthly that it made one catch one's breath in sheer astonishment. I had 
read much about the Sind Valley, but never had I expected anything like this. 

I awoke at sunrise, and watched through the tent flaps the first faint pink 
rays touch the peaks high above the valley. The sound of water streaming 
from the mountains was entrancing music. Smells — what heavenly smells 
there were beside this river in the early morning ! The air itself was a fragrant, 
heady draught, bearing a whiff of honeysuckle on it. The whole world 
glistened as the sun rose higher. A bird sang to us as we ate our breakfast 
beside the river bank. Toast, and mango? No, something less sophisti- 
cated but more fortifying than that. Porridge and scrambled eggs ; Rahinf s 
soda bread covered thickly with local butter. Bread that was "short" and 
crusty. Rahim knew how to make it. 

Then the start. Yakdans and tents being packed, ponies loaded. A 
march of thirteen miles beside the tumbling river brought with it a feeling oj 
conscious happiness and well being ; a sense of freedom from all the troubted 
fussiness that can belong to life. We camped at Gund, and hero we dis* 
covered, while sitting after our evening meal, that Sultana Malik, if given his 
head, was a non-stop talker. More, he had reached his "anecdotage" at 8 
comparatively early age. He told us of an American who had spent three 
months shooting in Ladakh, and who had afterwards given his shikar 1 
800 rupees as backsheesh. That was a Sahib indeed ! insinuated Sultan ' 
Mailk. Another American, so he said, had fallen into the river at Dras 
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a stage much farther on— and had never been heard of again. In view of his 
first story. Sultana Malik evidently thought this a pity. 

All this talk of "pice"* was working up to his presenting his account 
for incidental expenses and the coolis' rations. It proved an interesting 
document. One item upon it was five rupees for rope for packing purposes. 
Noel asked to see the rope. A thin piece, perhaps three yards long, was 
produced. Noel held it up before the audience of coolis admiringly, remark- 
ing that although in good condition it seemed rather short for the price. 
The coolis laughed delightedly, and Sultana Malik's expression grew sour. 
The next item that came up for discussion was the saucepans used for cooking 
the coolis' food. These were charged for at five rupees each, but proved on 
inspection to be old and leaky. There was more laughter. While we were 
having supper, a dignified Sultana Malik appeared and remarked that he 
would be grateful if the Sahib would inspect his baggage which was now being 
packed, in order to see that he had stolen nothing, as he wished to return to 
Srinagar that night. Noel said, "Go away, I am eating," and Sultana Malik 
withdrew. It would, we knew, be inconvenient to be left without a shikari, 
although a local man could have been taken on at Leh. All the same, in his 
own department Sultana Malik's reputation for finding game was good. A 
night's sleep evidently cooled his temper, for when I left the tent in the 
morning I saw him packing yakdans. By the evening he was smiling and 
ready for more chat. He told us of a Sahib who drank 400 rupees' worth of 
whisky in a month, and who would not march more than five miles a day, 
adding, "Some Sahibs want shikar without trouble, but there is no shikar 
without trouble." Evidently Sultana Malik looked upon shikar as a life- 
work. 

All this talk came at the end of a long day's march, most of which had 
been beside a deep gorge, with the Sind rushing beneath. The scenery was 
becoming wilder. We camped at Sonamarg on a grassy slope. This beauty 
spot is the farthest point to which those travellers come who want to explore 
only the lovely valley of the Sind. When we arrived the sun was blazing, 
but by evening a bitter wind blew, and the servants' tent collapsed. This 
time we unpacked plenty of blankets. In a few moments lovely Sonamarg 
had become a bleak, desolate spot. 

The tent flapped as if it must soon be blown from its hooks. We tied up 
the flies as securely as we could, but nothing kept out the wind. 

"A bath this evening ? No, thank you," I answered Samandu, who was 
bellowing questions at me as to whether this luxury was required. 

Perhaps I should explain how one takes a bath in such a camp as ours. 
In the tents we took with us there was a small space partitioned off at the 
back, and here a collapsible canvas basin, with sides perhaps eight inches 
high, was laid. Our bath water was heated over wood, in the black kerosene 
oil-can in which it is carried, as is the case in any up-country station in India. 
When the rays of a strong sun are penetrating the tent, this is a fairly pleasur- 
able way of washing, but when a gale is blowing icy air upon one's wet body 
it is another matter. It was much later on our trip that I asked Noel, "How 
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'—his answer, "Sometimes 
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long was it before soldiers got lice in the last war 
a week/* sent me hurriedly to my cam as tub. 

We pulled on Gilgit boots and many woollies. Samandu and the camp 
cooli began vigorously to dig a trench round our tent, and the point of this 
was obvious when, ten minutes later, the rain came down in torrents. We 
could look forward to a night upon the mountain slope at 9,000 feet, with a 
wind and rain-storm raging. "The party is indeed beginning," I thought. 
A tent in a windy spot is about as comfortless a place of shelter as can be 
imagined. The trench overflowed, and the water trickled in upon us. Our 
clothes and bedding were soon wet. 

When supper came, the soup was cold, and Rahim's roast mutton had 
congealed. Bed and a hot-water bottle directly afterwards brought the day 
to an end, and, oddly enough, we fell asleep at once. 

By morning the air was soft and sweet, and the hills around us looked 
friendly instead of relentless in the sunlight. 

"We can start a bit later, if you like," said Noel. "We've only nine miles 
to do to reach Baltal." 

Baltal is the last stage before the impressive Zogi La, the only pass for 
miles across the Himalayas into Ladakh ; the pass that leads to Lamaland, and 
the exciting world of Central Asia, over which runs the track that is the main 
trade route from Yarkand, Kashgar and Tashkend into British India. 

The Zogi lies at 11,500 feet, and has a bad name, chiefly owing to the 
danger of crossing it during the months when it is snowbound, for then, when 
the sun is up, avalanches may fall at any moment. At those times, too, the 
crossing is hard work, as steps must be cut in the ice and snow filling the 
ravine. 

In summer the crossing is another story. Then the climb to the summit 
of the pass is no more than a lovely morning's walk. Even in June a good 
deal of snow may still be expected near the top. It is therefore advisable to 
make an early start before this begins to melt from the heat of the sun. 

At Baltal, Noel insisted upon our using the small and dirty rest-house, 
so that there would not be much packing to be done the next morning. 

To me, the rest-house, though solid, compared unfavourably with our 
tent. I thought still less of it when several cockroaches appeared from under 
the charpoys on which we presumably would sleep. The place was in charge 
of a Kashmiri chowkidar, and was utterly filthy. The state of the bathroom 
indicated that we should spend another night more or less unwashed. 

Noel caught a bleak look in my eye. "Now, now," he said ; "the greatest 
women travellers don't mind dirt, but I will allow you to sleep on your own 
camp-bed, because I've seen a bug or two in those wooden charpoys." 
"I dare say in time I shall get better at it," I answered hopefully. 
Rahim had lit a fire, and we drew up roorkee chairs towards it. He 
appeared now, and asked, "Memsahib, what for breakfast?" He nao 
already proved his worth upon this trip. It was he who collected quii* 
wholesome-smelling butter from the villagers on the route ; who made a nr 
in the centre of three large stones over which he cooked ; who dealt wi 
greedy ponymen, bought a sheep for five rupees when eight were asked, a 

ch. He had his idiosyncrasies: 
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without cigarettes he was like a motor without gas, and he refused to part 
from his large black umbrella. When walking, it became a stick, and now 
that the track was stiffer, and Noel had got him a "tat" to ride, he held it 
over his head while on the pony, as a protection against either sun or rain. 
"Well, what?" I answered. 

"Porridge, and 'rumble-tumble' eggs," he said, as one who made a new 
suggestion. "And what time chotahazri?" 
"Five," said Noel promptly. 

I protested, but Noel was unmoved. "Have you ever seen people trying 
to get along in deep, melting snow ?" he asked. "Now go to bed like a good 
one." Like a good one I went. 

We were greeted with the promise of a perfect day when we left the rest- 
house the next morning to move off at six o'clock. The air was cold, but we 
soon warmed up on the steep ascent up to the pass. Looking back along the 
valley towards Sonamarg, we saw the tops of snow-covered mountains 
emerging from a faintly blue mist, while around us were exquisite, opal- 
coloured peaks that the sun already warmed. The world seemed an un- 
earthly kingdom. 

The path up to the Zogi is about five miles long, and cut out of the side 
of a steep cliff. A rugged wall of rock rose to our left, while below us on the 
other side a deep precipice hung over the rushing stream. The track is on 
an average about six feet wide, and the only difficulties were one or two 
narrower places over ice and frozen snow, where a false step would have 
meant a fall to the rocks below. Having negotiated one of these places, we 
waited to see how the ponies would get over them, and whether or not they 
would have to be unloaded, but one cooli held a pony's head, and another 
his tail and so they were man-handled across. A minor incident was the 
fowl that was to be slain later for our supper, escaping and taking a walk over 
the edge of the track, and causing perplexity on the faces of the coohs as to 
who should pursue it. At last it thought better of the adventure, returned to 
the narrow path, and to spend the rest of the journey in Rahim s arms. 
th I™ng but soon gave it up, not liking the look of a precipice > from 
a pony's back. About half-way to the summit the sun reached us, and the 
snow on the surrounding mountains began to dazzle our eyes. The air 
KcTme more delicious as we climbed higher. The effect upon our spirits is 

+™ the sun iishiin8a " 

to a shimmering beauty. . -™u,, n< j a hundred yards wide 

At .ast we were > upor gj , pass ^^J^^.^ 

we could see the carcases of two dead baggage ponies, the sua 
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e , -,,W< MnU Wl mQt«j tappOy BP *» .J** snow carpel, i, si „ 
SL*H,^ l sticks t keep our I cel. Cut of the StlltoWS CUM the cuckoo 
our khud sticks, u k i adakhi lummer to conic. In contrast w as 

The shrill ^cre I 7 he marmot sitting over Ins burrow, alarmed by the 
Inoroach of ou nvadu,, caravan. 1 he only other sounds were the tnckling 
manv steams and the voices of our ponymcn. carrying far across the 
Iw TpLffrom thi" there was the dead stillness ot an all- P ervadi„ 8 

Sile Soon we moved downhill again. Now the streams ran with us instead 
of aSt us The snow bridges became more difficult to negotmte as the 
I'dgher. causing then to soften. We were -«^akh 

"There are two places where wc can camp, said Noel. twiner micnanoi, 
only a lew iSites farther on, or Mattayan. Personally, I d like to go on 

the We decided to do our fifteen miles, and reach the farther stage. By the 
tim^we a storm had risen, and hail beat in our faces. The 
valley looked a picture of desolation, gum and dark. 

"Well, which is it to be," asked Noel-"tents, or another dirty rest- 

h Twas learning. You saved your servants as much as ^ <^«» * 
like this, because you knew what rigours ther ^^^S^^SSe^ 
It wasn't fair to ask them to pitch tents in such a storm. The rest-nouse, 

Sai( It was a lucky thing for us that wc were the only travellers wanting 
shelter that night, for although the hut possessed two rooms only one nad a 
roof over it. A storm must at some time have dealt hardly with the totue 
house, for part of its roof had been torn off by the wind The hut was .even 
dirtier than the one at Baltal, but an obliging and cheerful Ladakhi chowkidar 
was in charge of it. He was the first Ladakhi we had seen. He wore a coarse, 
oatmeal coloured garment, fashioned after the style of a kimono, witna 
cummerbund round his waist. He lit a fire, and helped to dry our clotnes 
while we waited for Rahim to bring tea. A pigtail hung down his back ana 
his three-cornered hat, made of black lambs' wool, was worn with an air 01 
rakish abandon contrasting comically with his lined face and toothless moutn. 

In each rest-house on the way to Leh we found a miscellaneous collec- 
tion of books left by travellers over the past fifty years. There was interest 
to be derived from fingering and opening these volumes, each in its way 
proclaiming something of the mind and character of the person who had once 
owned it. Mostly the books were old novels, of a type almost forgotten a* 
home. During the whole trek I came upon three volumes written by Joh n 
Buchan, and once I found a copy of Villette. 

The next day we realized that the easiest part of the trek was behind us. 
The country was changing. Trees were no longer to be seen, except at th e 
few villages we passed, where the inhabitants occupied themselves witn 
artificial irrigation and grew them for fuel. 

We had entered a new country. Before us lay a wilderness of bleak, 
desolate hillsides and rocky wastes. It seemed "incredible the way the 
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harrier of the mam range of mountains stopped the clouds brought up from 
India by the monsoon, and the suddenness with which we found our , elves 
in true Tibetan scenery, with steep precipices and pinnacles. 

A mountain just beyond the huts of Mattayan is known to the natives 
as being the stronghold of "Seva", the guardian spirit of Baltistan, the 
province ot Kashmir lying to the west of Ladakh. 

We left Mattayan at 6.30 in the morning, and it was bitterly cold, for the 
sun was not yet v. arming the valley. As soon as we turned the first bend, 
we began to feel its heat, and peeled off coats and woolies. We arrived at 
our next halting-place, Dras, at one o'clock, and found a wooded enclosure, 
known as a "bagh", where we camped and were at last able to have much- 
needed baths. Tea tasted good with Rahim's soda bread. After it we saw 
a Ladakhi approaching us. In Hindustani he asked us if we would like to 
see some polo. 

Polo ! It seemed an odd suggestion that polo should be played in such a 
place as this. It was the first sign that we were in what we afterwards found 
to be an Alice-in-Wondeiiand, upside-down world. I thought of dusty 
Indian maidans, of men sweating and cursing as they galloped and rode each 
other off, of pretty w omen watching, and the fearful seriousness of it all. 

"Where do you play?" I asked. 

"We have a very good polo ground. It lies just behind the Sahib-log's 
tent." 

We now saw that an expanse of grass had been entirely enclosed by a 
stone wall, on which villagers were now taking up their positions as spectators. 
"What time is the game?" Noel asked. 
"It begins now. Please come with me." 

We followed him to the ground where the game of princes would be 

Pla3 "Polo actually originated in Ladakh," said Noel, "and play here, accord- 
ing to the old rules, has never changed." 
"I wonder what ponies they play on ?" 

"Probably those that we are going to hire to carry our kit tomorrow. 
It seemed a utilitarian, though strange, idea. 

We took our seats upon the wall. Several men on tiny tats were canter- 
ing about the ground, one riding a nice little skewbald. 
"Who is that?" I asked our guide. 

"That man is the Zildar, the headman of the village, and that man — 
pointing to an odd-looking individual wearing a suit of checked yelk>w-and- 

he played much polo. m many d , h - hc 

No. I am only a oey : , was a chnstian> havlng been 

at ?£SSi!2S£ Sr" agar. "The game now starts, I go and 
play," he said, and galloped I away on his pony Newcomers 

con^t^o^o £££ SK whichever side ,hey 
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like The players carried short sticks shaped like a hockey-stick (their poni^ 
are tiny) with which they appeared to hit the ball with great accuracy. The 
game began by a man galloping down the ground, throwing the ball into the 
air, and hitting it. Then all the players galloped towards it. This odd 
game was helped on by a trio of musical instruments : a native flute, a strange 
kind of guitar, and a drum. Whenever a goal was scored this band played a 
few notes of somewhat doleful-sounding music ; but in Ladakh it is not 
enough for a ball merely to be hit between the posts for a goal to be scored, 
one of the scorer's side must dismount quickly and risk life and limb among 
the mob to pick it up, while all those on the opposite side hurl themselves 
upon him to try and stop his doing so. Sometimes while such a battle was in 
progress, the riderless pony took advantage of the occasion to run away, 
and when the struggle had been fought to an exhausted finish, the pony's 
owner would leave the ground to pursue his mount amid screams of exhorta- 
tion and laughter from the spectators. The pursuit of the pony might last 
any length of time, but no help was given to the scorer of the goal. The other 
players dismounted and took a rest while he tore about the surrounding 
countryside. Not until his return with his pony was the game resumed. 



On the east side of the Zogi one is suddenly aware of the lack of trees 
and the foliage of Kashmir, but it is not until one is beyond Dras that the air 
is filled with the strange, sweet, minty scent belonging to Ladakh. It is 
something hard to describe. A mixture perhaps of the hundreds of varieties 
of rock plants tucked in among the boulders ; the smell of yellow roses that 
seem to be a feature of the country, and which somehow thrive in a part of 
the world where the rainfall is only two inches a year, together with the 
dryness of the dust beneath one's feet. 

We left Dras at the usual hour of 6.30, arriving at the next stage at mid- 
day. Here the rest-house was in good repair, and we were glad to take 
shelter in it, for we were treated to the usual afternoon storm. I began to 
doubt the accuracy of the guide-book, which insisted upon an average yearly 
rainfall of two inches; but then, we were travelling through the "rainy" 
season, and also, we had not as yet penetrated far into the country. Here the 
scenery was bleak and rugged, and we began to feel far away from ordinary 
civilization. This was, as we were to discover later, only due to our inexperi- 
ence of what being away from civilization really meant. 

At Dras we exchanged ponies, sending those with which we had travelled 
back to their native village, and collecting others for the next few stages. 

The trek was becoming harder work. Our next day's march would be 
one of twenty-one miles to Kharbu, lying at 9,000 feet. The path led down- 
hill most of the way, and on either side of it grew luxuriant bushes of the 
yellow roses. We passed one or two small stretches of cultivation, but by 
the end of the march we were between high boulders, and the sun was blazing 
down upon us. 

The gorge was so narrow that in one place it looked as though we could 
have jumped across the chasm through which the river rushed. The rock* 
moothly polished, and of a deep brown colour. We found thai 
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t couki be easily scraped away, and that travellers had some- 
ipon them rough figures of animals and symbolic signs. 

between us became impossible. Noel walked, and was 
ute ahead of my pony, which stumbled over stones and 
>wn energies were bent on arriving at the next stage, and 
ibout an aching back and shoulders on which the sun blazed, 
r travellers, and from the visitors' book in the rest-house at 
UHfftHi, NRKXk all users of the hut must sign, it seemed there were few in this 

We touched Khargil, a larger and more important stage, where the roads 
h\*ied for Leh and Baltistan, upon a baking and windless afternoon, after 
Hiving inarched fifteen miles through an apparently never-ending gorge 
:r:.rc > ccrj.er.: of sVuiv.e. Here there was I post-office, and we found 

On we went, roses beside us, and the scenery always changing. We 
followed the bend of the Dras river, and were thankful not to be so enclosed 
ts on the previous day. Apart from the roses, which grew only beside the. 
river, the country was utterly barren. Magpies, which had suddenly appeared, 
seemed singularly out of place with their black-and-white Parisian chic. 
Boulders and rocks radiated the warmth of the sun, and the heat was intense. 
We found an oasis for lunch, close to a small village where Ladakhi women 
were working in the fields. It took some time to induce them to be photo- 
graphed. They would advance shyly towards us, but as Noel approached 
: -t enough to focus them, they turned and fled. When this performance 
became monotonous, I took over the camera and was more successful. 
Later while I was resting and running a comb through my short hair, they 
showed great interest, and one advanced to display her pigtails with pride, 
showing evident pity for my shorn state. 

The sun was never covered by cloud during the twenty-three miles of the 
march to Maulbeck Chamba, and we cursed its insistence. My hands were 
burning and hurting horribly. Washing had become an agony. Although I 
wore a veil over my face, I had only fur-lined gloves with me, and these, in 
men heat. I could not bear. ' 

On arriving at Maulbeck Chamba, we found the rest-house already 
occiiPied by two spinster missionary ladies, and the wife of the Moravian 
rrSrary at Khalsi. She was taking her little girl of ten to Srinagar, from 
Se she would travel to England and school in charge of the women 
mi^onar^s The child's mother told me that she and her husband had lived 
? for nearlv twelve years without a break. She begged us to be 

£re tf I^ZmVZc passed through Khalsi. "He suffers from 

loneliness even ^^J^ realizing that this trek was giving 

,n SP,te °^Tth^ l had ever before experienced. Yet-each day, 
me more enjoyment than 1 naa e e v know whether tQ 

after about nfto m.^^ seemed to take a turn up 

alk or ride. If I d,s ^°^t d ' i ma de climbing terribly hard work. When 
ill, and the Sundays on my bad ^*£ w| * along \ vith its head nearly 

ground" which ^emed appalling cruelty. Then my back would 
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begin to ache, ami even a 1 'numnah * saddle felt bkc //on. J 
all my limbs from the slow pa( c ol the pony \niinUny, me .0 mu'.h 
tion seemed impossible. A Ic/; thrown over, to Ml ,r, fhou;'J, ,r, : x Z\t>^s? 
made the pony stop hopefully to be relieved ol hr. burden. Vet' ;/;rfjf 
just as the march was becoming unbearable th'; k<iu\\,\uv. ground v,outo*T 
seen in the distance a patch Of pen] and I few trees, and there wa* a tor* 
effect in the sight of it. 

On arrival at such resting-places we both knew that real contentmerr 
belonging to the feeling that something wir, bein^ w< bieved. Another marc? 
lay behind us. As I followed our journey upon the large-scale map v,hic? 
Noel insisted upon spreading upon my camp-bed, I fcJt we were indeed ori 
the road towards strange adventure. We were already in a country thai 
might have belonged to another planet, so different was it from the world m 
knew. 

"No— you can't go to bed yet," he would say. "Don't you know that a 
map spread open is a sacred thing which mustn't be disturbed?" I was 
beginning to understand something of this. The road— if we followed ii 
until its end, to what far countries could it lead us ? To Yarkand, Kashgar, 
Tashkend — Russia. . . . And — we were only going as far as the Tibetan 
frontier in Chang Chenmo. Now it seemed but a little way. A map hai 
since become to me a never-failing stimulant, yet one, in these days of im- 
prisonment upon an island, which must be resisted if I am not to know a:, 
over-whelming urge to take to the road again. 

I was beginning to realize that these first stages of our journey— the 260 
miles to Leh, the capital of this country — should produce no difficulties to 
people of normal endurance. For Noel, who would be faced with hard 
climbing at far greater altitudes in the pursuit of game, they were acting 
merely as an excellent "pipe opener" for what was to come later. These 
marches, surely, could serve to make one extraordinarily fit, always provided 
one did not rely too much upon a pony. My own tiredness, backache and 
blistering now showed themselves only too clearly to be the result of too-soft 
living. I decided that if I were not to be a useless passenger they must be 
conquered. It came to me then how much we in civilized countries miss 
from being so thickly padded with comfort against the realities of life as lived 
in far-off lands. Not that I don't like and appreciate comfort. I am only 
too ready to welcome it. Yet the state brings with it penalties, not the least 
of these being an utter inability to face life in the raw, and this must mean 
weakness. I was having to take a bigger pull at myself even than I had 
anticipated. 

The next day's march began through the most barren scenery imaginable. 
Here no roses grew, and we marched between brown mountains. The snow- 
line in Ladakh in summer is as high as 18,000 feet, and we saw no snow to 
vary the monotony. As the sun rose, great heat prevailed without a breatn 
of wind. I thought the moon, if one could visit it, might hold the same 
tmosphere of unearthly stillness. 

After about three hours' marching, we were at 13,000 feet and upon the 
^ amikha Pass. We were thankful that the height so far had had no apparen 1 
♦Blanke 
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effect upon either of us. On the top of the pass we knew that quality of 
exhilaration which belongs, I think, only to life in a mountainous country. 
Ripplins brown waves rolled away from us into the distance. We felt as 
thouch we mkht be standing on a huge map of mountains. The longing 
to see what lav behind the farthest hill was growing upon me with every step 
I took into this mvsterious land that was teaching me a little of the me <J™ng 
of a primitive existence. I began to realize that these cheerful Ladakhi 
people throuah whose villages we passed depended for their very lite upon the 
few fields of srain makine such a happy splash of colour against the and 
bareness of the hills. I learnt, too, that the man who walks long distances as 
part of his daily life, does not move along with what is sometimes described 
asasw insingstep, but trudges at a slow and steady pace. 

Even In the wilds, humanity does not vary much in its essential characteris- 
tics Women look at other women with the same appraising curiosity, and 
our ponymen, whose rags would scarcely hold together, obviously had an 
instinct for that self-adornment which civilization has so firmly crushed out ot 
the male in Europe. These Ladakhis would pick roses, sticking them at a 
rakish angle into their three-cornered hats, where they struck an incongruous 
note above faces ingrained w ith dirt. 

We were now in the land of ''mani walls". These were long walls ot 
prayer. The stones of which they are built are flat and of varying size. 
An average one might be eight inches in length. On each is carved the 
sentence, "Om Mani Padme Hum", the mystic formula of the Buddhist. 
Translations of the sentence seem to vary, the most usual being, Oh ! The 
jewel in the heart of the Lotus !" The walls are about five feet high, and almost 
the same width. Sometimes they are as much as a quarter of a mile in length. 
A good Buddhist must add his stone to the pile as he passes if he is to acquire 
merit, and he must leave the wall upon his right hand. If he were to leave it 
upon his left, the inscriptions would read backwards, and bring to the acquirer 
of merit harm, rather than good. Because o this there is always a path on 
either side of the walls. 

Mani walls always denote the approach to a village, so we began to look 
for them, knowing that soon after passing them there would be welcome 
shade. Now we saw too for the first time "chortens", the burying-places of 
Lamaism. They are strange, dome-shaped erections, with holes delved in 
the sides of them into which the ashes of the departed are laid. Some of 
these edifices are very elaborate and covered with symbolical figures. The 
chorten is considered to symbolize the five elements into which the body is 
dissolved at death : earth, water, fire, air and ether. Everywhere now there 
were signs of Buddhism, from old men in the villages swinging their prayer- 
wheels to Lamas journeying on their ponies, ringing their bells as they rode. 

Sometimes we passed men driving ponies laden with goods for sale or 
barter Always in passing they asked us for matches, and I wished I had 
brought many boxes to give to those traders who depended upon flint and 

tinder for a flame. , , • , .„ , 

Down again we went into the valley, to spend the night at a village named 

Bod Kharbu. , , , , 

We were now only fifteen miles from Lamarayu, where we should see our 



■ 
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first Buddhist monastery. The start of the march towards it was a 
pull up to the Photu Pass. From there, far away in the distance we 
see the snow-covered mountains of the Karakorum range. The silence* 
so absolute that, narodoxirallv it heram* almnct cmmH t u«.~ . ^ 



uwi uii uic pass x accincu iu ileal Ulc SllcDCc. 

We rested by a pile of stones and yaks' heads that Ladakhis and Tibetans 
raise to Buddha in all high places. Into these piles were stuck sticks, bearing 
rags on which prayers were written. Of yaks we were to find out more later 
when at greater altitudes our kit was carried on them. As I gazed over range 
upon range of mountains towards Asiatic Russia in one direction and Tibet 
in the other, I had a strange feeling of omniscience which no doubt was as 
unreasonable as it is indescribable. 

Just below the pass we met a Ladakhi girl leading her pony and its foal. 
She wore the usual intriguing dress of Ladakhi women: a thick-waisted 
garment with a full, gathered skirt. Over her shoulders hung a sheepskin, 
and on her head was a fascinating head-dress — a black, tightly fitting fur 
cap, from the crown of which hung a long strip of red leather studded with 
turquoises and cornelians. This is called a "peyragh", and is handed 
down to a girl by her mother upon her marriage, acquiring more stones upon 
it with every generation. The whole savings of a family can be seen upon a 
girl's peyragh, for in Ladakh, where polyandry is practised, it is the women 
rather than the men who seem to be the important people. There are sound 
reasons for this custom of polyandry, or the taking of several husbands by a 

woman. . . . 

To begin with, in that hard country, where survival is difficult, more ooy 
babies are born than girls. Why this should be so 1 cannot say, but no doubt 
scientists can give a reason for it. Employment is difficult to find in a land 
where there is no industry, and immigration is impossible, for the Ladakni 
suffers from illness and dies if taken from his native mountains. A family 01 
perhaps three sons may depend upon a field of grain and a few head oi 
sheep for its subsistence, and as all three sons cannot earn a living independ- 
ently, the eldest becomes the owner of the family estate and must support^ his 
brothers all sharing the same wife. Therefore, although a Ladakhi woman 
mTmarr^ several husbands, they must belong to the same family. When 
marr£ng?he eldest, she is legally married to them all, although childrm^ 
marriage are considered to belong only to the senior husband. At his death. 

his wife is still alive, her finger is tied to a finger of the corpse j with a . p «* 
of thread ; it is then cut, and this constitutes divorce for her from his two 

br0 A e curious fact about this system is that the eldest son of a family enters 
• A^ U f° t her's estate on coming of age, even though his parents are still 
Wine ^a^oted to keep only a small portion of it for themselves 
,,v ' n r h 'nmes his at their death. If there are more than three sons in a 
tanify the° others do not share the wife, but must go away and seek the. r 
foXncs Polyandry seems a strange custom, but in Ladakh it undoubted* 
works for marital quarrels, jealousy and such troubles are said to be so rare 
as to be practically non-existent. 
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After the Photu Pass we plodded on in silence tor the next live mile*, 
listening to the reed-like tones produced by one of our ponymcn from his 
native, hand-made flute. Down we went, the valley narrowing, until quite 
suddenly the track took a turn to the left up a steep hill, on the top of which 
stood the thrilling surprise of Lamarayu Monastery. Built upon the slope of 
the brown hills, brown itself, and sinister-looking, the mass of stone was 
remindful of the ogre's castle in a fairy-story illustrated by Rackham. 

As we approached it we felt the strangeness of its atmosphere. The 
light was dying from the sky, and the monastery looked grim and forbidding, 
almost a little frightening. The village and its surroundings seemed to 
greet us with a sigh of melancholy. 

That night we asked the chowkidar in charge of the rest-house whether it 
would be possible for us to visit the monastery in the morning. He told us 
that this could be arranged. 

Ladakhis are said in the main to practise a debased form of Buddhism. 
Even so, Lamas in Ladakh are still all powerful, and one-sixth of the popula- 
tion enter the Church. Ladakh, too, in spite of its conquest by the Kashmir 
State many years ago, is still almost as theocratic a country as Tibet. The 
majority of the priests are Red Lamas, who alone are to be found in Ladakh, 
whereas the Yellow Lamas, more ascetic and much stricter than the Red, are 
the prevalent sect in Tibet proper. The few Red Lamas we had seen upon 
the road were dirty and ragged, with faces marked by depravity. We 
wondered what we should find at the monastery. From its weird appearance 
and the atmosphere prevailing around it, we felt we should see much that was 

The next morning we were up early and climbing the steep hill towards 
the sinister brown pile above us. The path wound between high boulders 
and had been hardly visible from the village. On reaching the top of 
the hill we were met by two Lamas wearing the gowns of their calling. Their 
faces were dreadful : twisted, gnarled, cunning and avanc.ous. We followed 

the A 'servicers ^progress. Upon one side of a large hall sa, men ; upon 
the otter women and children. All were shrieking at the tops of heir voices 
^at we took to be their prayers. What they uttered seemed to have no 
meaning for them Sometimes they would roar with laughter as the words 
Sme from their lips. Children were playing and rolling on the floor still 
ytmng prayers. As we entered, everyone turned and looked at us, and the 

took 'usTomS Komea^omed to what was literally a dim, 
reli lorUranrahhou^ 

nostrils were no t so i Kcomm ?da "8 ; n a ^' b 3 8 with that of unwashe d 
thick w f ves of the odour of joss stick c «K» 

humanity. The place stanK ■ for a man wou , d 

human figures ^Z R thTZfttoZ^l then walking. The same man 
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immense Buddha, larger far than life-size. We passed into another re 
where again the walls were covered with paintings. Here the pictur ' 
depicted violent scenes of humans struggling with monsters ; vidous-looj? 
monsters which wound their victims round with hundreds of arms and \S 
in an attempt to drag them down to bestial infernos. Here the whou 
atmosphere was charged with evil. 

Outside we were besieged by Lamas asking us for backsheesh. Having 
dealt with them, we walked down the rugged path from the monastery, and 
soon we were once again on the road to Leh. 



CHAPTER THREE 

WE ENTERED A NARROW GORGE, TO FOLLOW A STREAM UNTIL IT JOINED THE 

River Indus, which we crossed by a suspension bridge leading to an old 
deserted fort. 

This fort is of a type usual in that country, and had been built down on 
the rocks beside the river. The glare and heat were devastating. After a 
mile or so we came to Khalsi, the home of the Moravian missionary. His 
little house lay in a well-wooded compound. He made us very welcome, 
gave us tea, lettuces grown by himself (which were a joy after being so long 
without fresh vegetables) and the best brown bread, made from rough 
country flour, that I have ever eaten. He was a small man with strange, 
light-filled eyes which seemed always to be gazing at something far away. 
He told us much of his life. It must have been desperately lonely, for he and 
his wife saw no Europeans during the seven snow-bound winter months. 
He made, so he said, few converts, for the reason that whenever he had hopes 
of a conversion to Christianity, the Lamas stepped in, drawing the would : be 
Christian back to Buddhism. Often he was away for as long as a month or 
six weeks, visiting remote villages in the mountains, trekking over rubble and 
rock, and at the end of a long journey having to find the inspiration to 
preach. During these times his wife was left alone. 

He had four children. The eldest was born at Leh, and with the second 
child was now at school in England. At the birth of these children he had 
acted as both nurse and doctor. He admitted that the life had told on his 
wife and himself, that sometimes their longing for the society of Europeans 
was almost unbearable, and that he and she had become nervy and were 
increasingly afraid of abnormality. Then he showed us his dispensary, for 
Moravian missionaries, although unqualified, have studied medicine and 
have many patients from among the native populations of the countries 
where they teach. His church was a long room with a few chairs, a desk and 
a piano. In the dispensary he showed us a tube of serum which he used for 
leprosy cases, saying he was attending at the moment to fifteen lepers. 

"Religion and medicine," he said. "The two are indissoluble." His 
youngest child, a fat-cheeked baby boy of a year old, was lying asleep in his 
cot, left by his mother in her husband's charge while she was on her journey 
to Srinagar with the little girl we had seen. 

Around this priest hung an atmosphere of simplicity, devoid of sell- 
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^faction ^^^^^JTcSmS^^ 

^r^°^X^!ZX companionship of their feUow 

tesuit of me "_'*„ Ji!**, of the missionary in Leh was denied to them in 
Europeans (Even that of *e missionary ^ p 

he8 Sn July 7th we set out on a dull march along the Indus Valley, our eyes 
view, and away from the bf^J^-^JXm^fc*^ more than 

sheltered spot in ^J'X^nh'd oeen tmvd.llas tourists'to Leh. 

borne away on ""^S.^SKKi her. At home in England she 

P s r ° V ' n ^H°I J^^hl^^tKSLidise of Turkestan and Tibet into 
rtSfS^f Ind" a yTng adiS to the Kashmir State. There, we should find 
that part ot iiwia 'y"^ * ■' toeether w i t h a barber, a washerwoman and a 
the last of th ^^^' ( ^om Z bought. The British Joint Corn- 
store ^ S lXS in Kashmir, visited the town for a 
missioner who, actog u ™er me d his if were likely to be 

{ ^X^"'^^^ oa qu i ttin8 the town ' we should 

me only linKS . f ultimate destmation. 

leave behind until *e retunwd ««™ b u wu over looking it, 

^J2Z^*^<*&&*o. or the ruling race of bygone days. 
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Sher be with a Ladakhi in a sticky place on a mountain than with any 0np 
know They will never let you down. If they lie, they lie toough f ear » 
children. The Kashmiri takes every penny he can from them. They ^ 
the Kashmiri." 

It is only nine o'clock, and we have finished our last supper in the rest, 
house One by one silent figures come and go amongst the shadows thrown 
by the trees in the compound. Rahim is packmg yakdans outside the cook, 
house door. The camp servants are enjoying a whispered gossip with cronies 
from the bazaar. From the Serai 100 yards away comes a low murmur of 
the traders' evening chatter, mixed with the squealing of refractory ponies and 
the melancholy note of the flute of some Ladakhi shepherd squatting in a 
ring with others like him, who have come to Leh to do some marketing, and 
who tomorrow will be away again on their road to their desolate homes 
amongst the snows. We sit on, conjuring up visions of the mighty passes 
that lie before us, of the deserted table-lands surrounded by frowning preci- 
pices that we must cross. I know that Noel is thinking of the wild sheep and 
antelope of this mysterious region in search of which he has come so far. 
We are sitting at over 11,000 feet above sea level, and so far feel none the 
worse ; but in a few days we shall be nearer 20,000, and according to our 
friends suffering from many discomforts on that account. I am impatient 
to push on to the highest point, hoping that there I shall understand more of 
the reason for that urge which was driving me on, almost despite myself, to 
that far plateau beyond the mountains. 

The proverb about procrastination being the thief of time is bound to 
come to mind in India and her adjacent countries. At 7 a.m. on the morning 
of our departure from Leh, tents, yakdans, saucepans — all were packed, 
but ponies were not forthcoming, even though these had been fervidly 
promised by the Tehsildar. Now he sent a message to say that he was sony 
that all available ponies were away in different villages, but that he had sent 
a man to look for them, and doubtless they would arrive by the next morning- 
Noel's face resembled nothing so much as a boot. He wrote a note. 
"You can give this raspberry to the Tehsildar with my love," he said to the 
servant who had brought the message. 

"Raspberry, Sahib ? I do not understand." 
TehsUdar V ,Said pointing to the note > " is a raspberry. Take it to the 

on t^Snl ant - d Tj S ? P?are u An hour Iater the Tehsildar himself appeared 

^TlMdf 'vo,, ^ What Can i do 7 The fault lies n ot at my door !" 
listened Sto^to^J™ *** f°> Tehsildar Sahib," said Noel, while 

behereb^ S^vwl^^^ a man now to co,lect P onies - The y 818 t0 
to^l noT^ Mem sahib and Flenve for Ranbirpur 

"Sir," remarked the Tehsildar. 

on myZTblT^nfi^^ ? ; Noel went ° n - "* to see bim 
on a shoo! S^tStoSf)^ ° f mine l " We had met but 0006 
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imissioner Sahib coming day after tomorrow, sir. Sir— to collect 
ponies is an impossibility, but I will do my best," moaned the Tehsildar. 
Such was the power wielded by the name of the Commissioner. The ponies 
arrived. 

The first day's march with new ponies and redistributed loads is always a 
difficult one to get going, and this one was no exception. The morning's 
delay had, of course, meant a start much later than we had anticipated. The 
baggage ropes were rotten, and it was nearly four o'clock before our whole 
party was clear of the massive wooden gates which can shut off the entrance 
to Leh from the outside world. The road led straight down to the Indus 
Valley, over the same sandy, rock-strewn plain by which we had approached 
the town from the West. . 

Directly outside the city there is one of the largest and longest mam walls 
we had sofarseen. At the northern end ofit Noel took a snapshot of a newly 
built chorten, on which were being painted a collection of fearsome beasts, 
resembling furious-faced griffons, centaurs, and flying fish. The sun was 
stilUs hot as in the plains, and we were both thankful for our thick topees 
and Stales. Most people, when following this route m the mon*s of 
funet July'and August, prefer to march in the earliest hours of "rning 
or even at night. Yet here we were, struggling along m the afternoon, we 

""^fi^Sto'of this particularly bad going brought us again close to 

thc^S^Ttoiog sharply to the left, we came to a 

grass cut up in every direction by small we paSSCd ^° 

^^^^SffA ^^^^ 
spires, surmounted with yak ta Is a rid prayer "as* ™* « h deeds of their 

ingly eastward Grim stones, tnrthM or mrt, are old 01 ^ ^ 

inhabitants. It was said ^J^tXZnde™ spirits, and that in return, 
ZXiZ^XXy^ ^ viUagers the best of the 

food produced from *eir lani compou nd shaded by trees, and 

Our cajnping-i^ound that ^ |^ w ^ X was glad, for a few annas, 

^&^tt^£^& 1 Sk wee, M y 

the map* this should have been ^een By me and 

Lthe map. We were, at the start, bes.de our oio^ ; > iuble anywhere near 
the usikl blistering sun ; punishment wnicn seem 
'^Soon'h^ver. eame blessed relief. The road turned to the left, leaving 
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the river bank and making for a low, sandy gap across the foot of t h 
ahead of us. Crossing this, and swinging still more left-handed vvef Pur 
the lovely shadv willow groves and rose-decked paths of Kurru.' He M 
rested for a little while. Rich green crops and gleaming fields of mu «^ 
stretched far away from us up the nullah, and thankfully we turned our b 
on the grumbling river and massive mountains which concealed the & 
Hemis Monastery lying about four mi les away. The valley which we must n 
follow was that of the Chimre river, and we set off along its left bank faS 
due north and gradually climbing the more gentle part of the approach? 
the Chang Pass, which we should have to cross in two days' time. Aft 
leaving Kurru, the road emerged again on to open, stony ground, which wf 
almost as trying to the temper as the river valley we had left. Yet the air 
became fresher as we advanced. The valley opened out, and the scenery 
with its strange blending of vivid, fertile fields, and barren, neutral-tinted 
rocks above them, became entrancing. Now and then we saw Chikor (the 
hill partridge of Northern India) covering the ground uphill on their red 
legs at an amazing speed. 

About four miles after leaving Kurru, the sight of a large village raised 
false hopes that the end of the march was in sight. The ponymen were 
anxious to remain there for the night, and insisted that it was the correct 
stage, but Noel was determined to go on, so as to shorten the marching of 
the next two days, which would be very strenuous. Also, we would be able 
to get fresh ponies at Sakti, which place we hoped to reach that evening. On 
and on went the road, now over open ground again, and as we gradually 
climbed higher, we began to catch glimpses of the snow-capped mountains of 
the higher ranges standing farther back from the Indus. At last our stage 
appeared in sight, and we pressed on a little faster, although the baggage had 
fallen a good mile or so behind us. The camping-ground at Sakti was at 
about 13,000 feet, but still we felt no discomfort, perhaps because our ascent 
all the way from Srinagar had been so gradual that we were somewhat 
acclimatized. Here the natives of the village were particularly obliging. 
The headman, who occupied himself greatly with our wants, was an excep- 
tionally cheerful individual. As soon as tea was over and the loads stacked 
on one side of the compound where we had pitched our tents, the Leh pony- 
men were paid off. On account of the steepness of the climbing of the next 
two marches, Noel gave orders for two extra riding-ponies for Samandu and 
Sultana Malik, who would have to work directly they arrived in camp- 
These ponies would stay with us until we arrived at Tankse, three marches 
farther on. He also arranged for a cooli to start that night with a load o» 
wood, and to leave it for us at the next stage, Zingaru, as there would W 
nothing there of which to make a fire, the stage lying as it did upon tne 
bare mountain-side. , . 

Our camp was beside a stone bridge built over a stream. We were sitting 
peacefully that evening, listening to the always enchanting sound of runnin- 
water, when Sultana Malik arrived to say, "A great Ladakhi Memsan'P 
in this village. She wishes to make salaams. She is the Memsahib oi « 
Zildar of Leh-Ladakh, and is a very great Memsahib." Sultana 
seemed excited as he stressed this point. 
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We saw an apparently old Ladakhi woman advancing towards us over 
the bridge. Probably her real age was between tiftv and sixty. It was 
difficult to tell, but to European eyes she looked more than this. " Her wide 
skirted dress was made of rich blue \el\et, and many turquoise, coral and 
cornelian necklaces were hung round her throat. Her peyragh was large 
and gorgeous with embedded stones, and she wore several bracelets on her 
wrists. With quick, decisive little steps she came up to us. 

"Juli, Juli !" she cried, in the high, sing-song voice of all Ladakhi women. 

We replied, "Juli !" realizing that this must be the Ladakhi form of 
greeting. She seated herself in the roorkee chair that Noel offered her, and 
motioned to Sultana Malik to stand beside her, evidently intending to use him 
as an interpreter. 

Sultana Malik now made his formal introduction, again insistent that we 
found ourselves honoured by the visit of a great lady. He was interrupted 
by a volley of words from our visitor, to which he listened intently. "She 
has come to salaam the English Ladysahib, because being such an important 
person she is well used to meeting Sahib-log," he said. More words followed 
from the old lady, who sat in her chair as though it were a throne. "She is 
the daughter of a Rajah of Leh," he went on. 

"And where is she going to?" I asked, a little shaken by a pair of eyes, 
intensely alive in their wrinkled setting, regarding me unflinchingly, from 
my breeches and stockings to my shorn head. 

"She is going to Shusol. She takes many sheep of the Zildar, her husband, 
to barter them there." The old lady was nodding vehemently, as though to 
emphasize his words. 

"You are going to cross the Chang La?" I asked, addressing myself 

to her. 

The answer was in the affirmative. 

"Will the Memsahib not find the trek very tiring?" I asked Sultana 
Malik When this question was translated to her the old lady seemed to 
find it a good joke, for she laughed loudly and long. Her laugh was a raucous 
cackle. I wondered if she could mean to travel all the v/ay in such elegant 

clothes and jewelry. 

Through Sultana Malik, our guest now addressed a number of remarks 
to me. "I have four children. How many have you V 

I told her. m , , . . „, 

"I have met English ladies before, but they have always worn skirts ! 

—with a disapproving eye upon my breeches. M ... „ T 

"I do wear skirts when not trekking with my husband, Memsahib, 1 

replied. 

"And their hair was long. m 
"Mine is usually longer than this. 

a^^KLped round her head, I fe.t I eou.d hard.y 
answer "For the sake of cleanliness." I was at a loss. 

"You are still quite young. No doubt you w.ll have many children. 
She smiled encouragingly at Noel. - ^.^ 

We offered her tea, which she refused, taking her departure. 



morning nde t mad* ^ 



r and 

It r/ 




"Moid-, (m i i m.i.i hum. ii. .t >.\<\ dame."* 
l was Muni 1 1 1 ? - that iii<" old lady, loolm 
crossing ol (he < bany. la ;n .hi ordinary 
apprehension as i<> tin- pan v< m a little !<>< 

As I was hiushinj', my li.m Hie ne/l mommy 
villagers came to l<><>l al me. I hey whisper ; >gether Mi 
Was I a hoy 01 a woman 7 I hey didn't appear to be *ure. It hftmj^ffff 

awkward. I was m pyjamas and I wanted to drew, yet it teemed rude?! 
close the Haps of (he lent, and if they found in me a came I 
seemed a pit y to deprive them of it. On'; old villa;?; m;r 



— ~„ --• "o ioJdSamandu 

he had never seen a while woman before, and that I wa* the second em to 
have taken the road to ( ban,)', ( henmo. lb', father, he uk% hae 
the tirst, who had been a well-known woman tra veller at the end of the rang, 
teenth century. I felt supremely flattered, and have hoped ever since fttt 
this was true. What the next day's march lacked m length (we on 
miles) it certainly made up lor in steepness and lack of interest. Wt 
/agged backwards and forwards up a narrow valley, and soon, leaving the 
last Of the vivid field of crops behind us, climbed along a barren hillside to* 
small patch of grass, barely large enough for our tents, and entirely surrounded 
by enormous boulders. At this point the road ceased to be a path at all, and 
became the bed of a stream, and a very rough bed at that. We were, hop- 
ever, somewhat cheered by the sight of the cooli Noel had sent over-rugb 
sitting huddled over a fire which he had lit before our amva. 
Sultana Malik said that the pass was two miles higher up, and that the roa: 
became considerably worse before we reached it. Knowing that he was 
always gloomy, I did not allow this information to trouble me. This was i 
recognized stage before crossing, so our tents were pitched, and we got into 
them as quickly as possible. A moment later, down came the clouds mm 
above, then rain, and eventually hail— driven from ail directions by the now.; 
ing wind— beat fiercely upon our little camp. At that moment we una 
into bed [with hot cocoa to wait till morning ; height 1 6,000 feet, and breathe 

jUS ?u^^ tents, the old Ladakhi lady passed i us onh, 

wav still farther up the mountain. Sitting erect upon her pony, someone 
ffiSt tSh a lo P ng rope, the folds of her blue velvet i ^ £2 
to the ground, she showed no signs of exhaustion. She looked lixe a q 
at home in her kingdom. 

-Where will she camp T I asked Sultana Malik. M 
"She will not camp, Memsahib. She will sleep in the ^open 
saw a servant following her. "Her servant carries a blanket, Sultana 
went on. The old lady disappeared into cloud. descriptive. 

Zinearu Names of places and people can be peculiarly desenpu 
couldSne none that would better fit the desolate spot where we must 

tiU TbAt was hell. If either of us dozed, it was only for a fcw minu . 
We had to prop ourselves up in bed to take pressure off our 
curiously above myself; swimming in the a, r above ^ 
could only take little, short, gasping breaths. 1 he struggle to breatne 



r W 




^t^^ m was 

-<£lL££5S em ; e L oped in mist > and doom 

^fS^^oT t Rahm i P,0dded about ' his face grirame? than 

, i *}T^z32Z?*J? ^ 2°5^ about him - Before we left Calcutta > 

Nod had given him a thick suit of plus fours to wear against the risours of 

55 T^^j^ Ta ^ ° D *** tnp we had not seen ic - 0n ^ e 1 had saicf to him, 
•Rannn, where is the suit the Sahib gave you ?" He had answered, "I keep 

it, Memsahib, until the weather is really cold, and then I wear it." Yet this 

morning, there he was, in his old tweed jacket, and voluminous white cotton 

Mohammedan trousers. What could be the reason for this ? He was too 

occupied for me to ask him now. I knew he must be half frozen. 

We didn't start until 9 a.m. Too late, for the wind had changed from the 

;• . - . .. \ov.n all night and now came from the west. 

The servants looked still more gloomy as they observed this. A west wind 

meant possibly melting snow ; and deep, melting snow meant hours spent upon 

a high pass in getting sunken, heavily laden pack-ponies to their feet again. 

The coolis knew this very well, although we hadn't thought of it. I say 

**we*\ but I believe Noel had. At any rate, he and the men were working 

with grim determination to get away. I, unsteady on my legs, frozen to my 

innermost soul, felt but a burden and a useless creature. 

1 started on a pony, wearing all the warm clothes I had beneath my blanket 

coat. The climb was steep and stony, and no one spoke. We none of us 

had any breath to spare for conversation, and we were climbing straight up 

the mountain-side. I saw that my pony's nose was bleeding, bred though 

he was to those heights, and that his sides went in and out like a concertina. 

1 dismounted and let the ponyman lead him. All this time it was cloudy, and 

we could see nothing. At last we were on the summit of the pass, where it 

began to snow. We were thankful for our Burberrys on top of everything 

else Here the first baggage-pony went into the soft snow up to his girths. 

With each step forward none of us knew how far in we were going to sink. 

Oddly enough, on the top of the pass, neither Noel nor I felt anything but 

hilaration Fifty yards brought us to a very gradual descent. It was 

ere that mountain sickness caught us all. In spite of it the men were 

orking at the ponies. No sooner was one got free of the snow than in 

ould go another, the poor beast lying still, unable to help itself. Noel was 

heWnd m- helping the coolis, when suddenly the sickness got me. I thought 

L ,?mnS h irst Mv cars were drumming. All I wanted was to put my 
my head mu t bwst My cars we 0 ^ on _^ t 

head upon the W^l 1 "?^ r /i collapsed here, it would only 
arther ^\\^ d ^ y ^' alT ^ y struggling caravan. My will was net 
be an extra burden c .our Ia 8 y flat . It was a b i esS ed relief, 

strong enough. Hell upon inc g matter tf l nevef d 

That was all I wanted - to lie penetrating wetness of the melting 

again. I was Effort. I closed my eyes, and could 

snow, but was content to lie, maKint, uu 

haV ". S X Memsahib r Rabim was standing over me in his thin ciothes. 

Mist, ,. 
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I was not too far gone to know shame I MM* "No, thank ■»» 
V- him " I.'c « ave me his hand, and together, falhng into the snowiS 
" step, and pausing to drag each other out, m daggered on. WW? 

i .» i i (V\r- K i iy^ I le u/a« U ill far behind rra» H^l***^ _ • 



every step, ami pauMiis w u*«* „ r — r , w m ■ un. vVTw. 

was Noel? I looked fof him. He Nttf still far behind me, helping wiflI2 
baggage-ponies. Again my head had to go down. I stopped, and nn^ 
between my knees. It brought relief, but as f raised it the world * as re V Q 
ing about me. I was cold and hot. J knew there « as sweat on my forehead 
because I could feel the wind blowing upon it. There seemed a terrivi 
expanse of snow to be covered, and all vestige of strength had leu mv 

"Memsahib tikhai?"* 

"Tik." 

We went along with long strides, trying not to rest our feet too lotgfc 
one place for fear of sinking. At last, perhaps 100 feet below us, I saw a 
patch of green. I tried to hurry, and fell. Again that dreadful lassitude 
came over me. 

"Go on. Leave me alone, Rahim." I think I sounded cross. 
"I carry Memsahib." 

"Go away." His voice and mine sounded a long way off. 

He took hold of my arm, and pulled me up. I held his hand again. More 
strides, gasping for breath; but this time I was saying to myseff: "Mustn't 
stop again . . . must get down . . . must get down." Everything uas 
going round. I held Rahim's hand more tightly, because I could hardly 
see him. We reached the green patch, where I lay down. Rahim fell upon 
the ground a few yards away from me. 

Noel reached us three-quarters of an hour later. He, too, looked the 
worse for wear. 

"Rotten going, wasn't it?" he said. "I knew you were all right with 
Rahim. Have a drink of this." He gave me some sal volatile. The blessed 
miraculous kick of it ! I felt practically well in a moment. 

The passage across the summit of the pass had taken two hours, for each 
time a pony had sunk, it had meant unloading him, as he couldn't move until 
the weight had been taken off his back. Then the kit had to be carried by 
hand to firmer ground, where either the snow was shallower, or frozen more 
firmly, and where he could be reloaded. 

We took half an hour's rest before we started again. From this point 
downwards no more snow was met with, and we were not long in reaching 
Tsultak Taleo, which was a lake in the middle of a mountain valley, with a 
few deserted shepherds' huts. We could have camped there, but decided on 
getting still lower down so as to give ourselves a chance of sleeping without 
undue breathlessness. 

There were still eleven miles to march to reach Dureu a good camping* 
noo U n ° thankfn^ 13 ^ 00 ? feet We arrived there at four o'clock in the aft*; 
Tents' and^he n^n w V<™* d * the village where we could pitch our 
as Possible ?wl u° f VI iP agei ? read y to collec < wood and milk as quid* 
amon otfot? b w Ugh f a sheep ' which was the cause of much rejo.d 
o?d£ oonLs t also sent on a cooI i ^ the next stage at Tankse o 
°J^L^}^bcT^d^r our arrival on the following day, as we shouW 

* Is Memsahib all right?" — - — " 
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have to send back those (hat were with us from there. We ate for supper one 
of the five fowls that had accompanied us alive from Leh, and went to bed 
replete. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

THE HKSl EIGHT Mil IS OF OUR MARCH TO TAN KM; WIRE PLEASANTLY EASY 

going. The strong-scented yellow roses grew profusely beside our path, but 
gradually the valley wound uphill, and when we reached the village only a 
few stunted willows relieved the brown monotony of the scenery. There was, 
however, the usual "bagrT which offered a good place for lunch. There we 
waited while the old ponies were off-loaded, and new ones collected. 

Tankse would be the last village of any size which we should see on this 
particular route to Central Asia, and although it boasted of only ten dwelling 
places or so, we saw the remains of several others which had been built into 
the face of the cliff, remindful of the days when a home had to give protection 
against a marauding enemv no less than against weather. It was obvious 
that in the past the greatest ingenuity must have been exercised to turn these 
abodes into an actual part of the rocky feature on which they were perched. 
Many poles surmounted with yaks' heads were firmly fixed into these ruins, 
and smears of a red substance covered the sides and faces of the chits, a sure 
sign of the past presence of Lamas. u- „ 

As we began our lunch we saw a superior type of Ladakhi approaching 
us. He made his salaam, and explained that he was a Customs official whose 
duty it was to watch the frontier posts through which came Tibetan trade 
also to superintend the collection of duties on carpets salt and any other 
goods the traders might be bringing with them. He had been at this ; work for 
twenty years, and therefore knew the country up to the Tibetan frontier 
very well. He was a cheerful person, and helped us to collect ponies quickly 
He offered, too, to look after any kit we might not be needing for ^the next 
tSee weeks. He told Noel that there was a chance of getting a good head of 
burrhd in the nullahs close to Tankse, and we decided to spend a day ar d 
night here on our return journey from Chang Chenmo. We made use of his 
offer to store kit, and left two yakdans with him, reducing our baggage-ponies 
now to seven. From here onwards we kept three ponies for riding, as the 
height made marching far more tiring than at the comparatively low altitude 

° f tS"S^en had been paid off getting a little extra 
backsheesh for their extra work over the Chang La which they had performed 
with thfunfailing cheerfulness of their kind. During those times when they 
were being "pa d, one saw the innate good manners of the Ladakhi as opposed 
to hi ; bother Kashmiri. He neither grumbled nor whined, but accepted 

SKSsEiw* ssvstsasss a 

its si * t £SSm , ™ p— », -» « *■ 
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southern shores of the Pangong Lake, an amazing natural feature lyin& 
14,000 feet, which we should pass later. 8 at 

For the first three miles we walked on good grass tracks beside a rippli 
stream, while to right and left of us rose perpendicular cliffs for anoth" 8 
3,000 feet. The walls of the valley through which we were passing wef 
sometimes jagged, sometimes rounded in their formations, whilst in colour 
they embodied every shade of brown, crimson and black. Throughout the 
trek I found the colour contrasts of the soil amazing. Here and there 
were great diagonal stripes of pale yellow as in a peppermint bull 's-eye. The 
whole effect was awe-inspiring, as far away, still higher above this many- 
coloured wall, towered snow-capped spires of the main mountain range 
through which we were threading our way. On our first halt we sat with 
our backs to a boulder as big as a cottage, gazing at the impressive line of 
peaks standing out so vividly against a sky that looked as though it must have 
been painted, so violent was its blue. Our ponies were half a mile behind us, 
led by the chattering, laughing ponymen. 

Suddenly the intense stillness was broken. The wind rose in the space of 
a moment, and Nature's mighty orchestra began a terrific theme. From all the 
gullies round us came the sound of a rushing wind suggesting a power that 
could sweep the world before it. Because the gullies were narrow, they acted 
as pipes through which the gale produced notes as from a gigantic organ, till 
the air was full of their wailing. This strange, exciting music lasted perhaps 
for ten minutes, then died away as quickly as it had risen, leaving a death-like 
silence behind it. Never again on our trek did we hear anything approaching 
the symphony made by the wind in that lonely valley. 

Our ponies had caught us up, and we moved on through this gorge of 
strange sounds and silences, marching, as it seemed, straight into a precipitous 
wall of rock which towered before us. To the left of this ran the Snisnak 
Pass at a height of 20,000 feet. We were thankful that our road did not lie 
over it. On reaching the foot of the wall, after an hour's marching, our 
track swung sharply away to the right out of the cup in which we had found 
ourselves, passing a few fields of crops and two tumbledown sheds marked 
Troktakh on our large-scale map. We could see the owners of the nelds ; on 
their way down from the hill above, where they had gone to collect tneir 
goats. From here it was little more than three miles down a widening valley 
with green paths and a slow-running stream before we reached Mughb, vvnicn 
was the stage for the night. Here there were only two wj^bitri toto wk 
after some delay we obtained some milk and a little wood from 8<»™rda. 

Muglib was a cold and windy spot that night, and owing to the many 
streams and lumps of grass-covered earth that were scattered over it, we 
difficulty in finding anywhere to pitch our tents Looking back ^ 
see the massive, sentinal rock by which our path had wound -J^** 
no smaller, and only looked about a mile away. The immensity ana » 
deur of this country was almost frightening. b t we 

By the time our tents were up we were half frozen j with coia 
managed to stow ourselves away for the night ^J^^HtowW our 
seemed to rise in the evening, came upon us. Rahim, when tie or 
supper, still wore his cotton trousers. 
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«<D*him where are the thick clothes Sahib gave you?" 
<<?Sve them, Memsahib. It will be colder yet." 
of course, I knew now that he was lying. I cursed myself for not having 
v the trouble to look at his kit before we left Calcutta. It was too late 
T anything about it now. The best we could do was to offer him a 
K v e t to wrap himself in while riding, but that would be as good as telling 
u we did not believe his story. Somehow, I didn't want him to think we 
lighted him. I couldn't think what he had done with the clothes. A 
k^hmiri might have sold them in the bazaar. We could not imagine 
Rahim doing that. It was dreadful to think of the cold ahead of us, and how 
the old man, if he persisted in his story, would suffer. 

We spent a wretched night, due to breathlessness, and early the next 
moraine heard piteous wails coming from just outside our tent. There we 
found a ponyman, crawling about on all fours, and quite unable to say what 
was wrong with him. It was obvious, though, that he was suffering from a 
bad attack of colic, and was asking for medicine. Noel treated him with the 
requisite dose from our store, and handed him over to one of the goat- 
herds to be looked after. There we had to leave him. 

Snow had fallen in the night, and even the lower slopes of the mountains 
around us were covered with a light powdering which disappeared when the 
sun had been up for an hour. Our route led on eastwards through the same 
valley, which became gradually narrower. We slogged along through deep 
sand, the ponies up to their hocks. One of the sudden changes of tonpera- 
ture so common in Ladakh in summer had taken place, and the heat ol the 
sun on our backs was something very like torture, yet wnen i we : took a rest 
beneath a rock we were glad of any warm clothing that was handy, as n the 
shade the wind was bitter. It seemed we were in for a dull march. At first 
the scenery reminded us of the hated Indus Valley but soon we reached a 
mysterious-looking lake called Tsearh Tso. Entirely ronxnmdedj^sand, 
its surface choked with red weed almost obliterating the face f its waters, the 
iake had a sinister appearance suggesting it might be the lurking place of 

some evil, elemental thing. . i^« M «Kt .,« 

Passing on from this morbid atmosphere, another two nules ^J^"? 
to a more normal one. After reaching a stony ridge down the s desof < wtoch 
trickled innumerable streams, we found ourselves at Chakar ^^^^^ 
lake, bare and devoid of any life, either animal or yegetabte but icfl^g 
on its surface a remarkable shade of opaque aquamarine merging into patenes 
of cloudy jade. From here the road went downhill rapidly until we 'reached 
a dilapidated Mani wall with a chorten beside it decorated with l hornsot 
burrhel and yak. This appeared to coincide with a stage tha J was marted 
on the map as Yaktil. Then, on breasting a sandy ridge jutting out trom 
the spur upon our left, we had our first sight of the Pangong lake. . 

We saw an immense sapphire, deeper, bluer than any ever seen lying in 
the lap of surrounding mountains. The sight of it was paralysing. There 
it lay, its colour alive, and as we now saw, for ever changing as clouds passea 
above it. Now there were streaks of a still deeper blue, now peacock ^ green 
the colours dazzling against the contrast of mountains that were goiaen 
I the s trong sunlight. 
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We hurried on towards it, and on the western shore of that stran 
sea we stopped to gaze. The lake is an immense mountain gem th*^' ^ 
which can only be given to those who travel far. No photoaraDh^ 1 * 
suggest its colour or its size, or the mysterious atmosphere that hanijs ^ k 00 ^ 
I know that to have seen it is to me worth every discomfort in the wt in*' 1, 
cannot have exaggerated my impressions at the time, for a vivid mem 1 
the lake as I saw it then has never left nic. livery detail is imprinted 0 ^ ° f 
mind, I think for ever. I can still hear the catch of the breath that carrJr my 



both of us. I can see the colours of the surrounding mountains^hanee fa! 
sand to deepest brown, splashed here and there with sienna, flecked so 001 
times with crimson like an immense Persian carpet that reached up to gloom 
nullahs terminating in glaciers and snow-covered peaks of 20,000 feet. jy? 
clarity of the air in Tibet renders surrounding mountains and their black 
clear-cut shadows almost startlingly distinct. The sun's rays cut through 
the atmosphere with tremendous power. Always in my mind I can see 
the lake, fifty miles long from east to west, holding no living thing in its 
brackish waters. Once beside it, I tore off my stockings. Every pebble 
beneath the surface showed clearly. I must feel that water. It was icy. 
Deadly. Little foam-splashed waves lapped round my feet. The vivid blue 
vista went on for miles. Mysterious and beautiful as they were, I could have 
spent days beside those waters. 

There are places one visits for only a short time while Jiving an ordinary 
life. One sees them, but forgets them easily. Who can remember the twists 
of every country lane, or the bend of every river ? But I can see the ridge 
where we had our first sight of the lake as clearly as if I stood upon it now. 

Reluctantly we turned northwards. We had another six miles to do to 
reach Phobrang, lying at 1 6,000 feet, which must surely be the highest village 
in the world. We were going still farther away from people, to the almost 
unknown country that lay beyond the Marsemik Pass. 

As we were leaving the lake, a storm came up. Now we saw the Pangong 
as she looked when angry. Waves rolled across the surface of waters that 
had been calm and limpid only a few moments ago. The blue darkened to a 
malevolent black. The atmosphere was savage. For the next few miles it 
seemed we battled against elemental things. 

• • • • • 

It was now that I fully realized the meaning of this experience. I reaI ^ 
too, that I was becoming a little light-headed from continual height. Read 1 •» 
again the diary that I kept, I know that this was so. The feeling I »J\, 
difficult to describe. My body seemed to be shrinking. It was always ^.j 
but now tiredness had become a habit and seemed to matter less. J ' 
food. I never wanted to eat, but something inside me, perhaps that ^ 
terious thing known as a person's spirit, had never seemed so a \ ive '. jjj ze d 
and I spoke little. Never did we discuss our ordinary life back in ci ^ 
surroundings. We had stepped right out of that world into this wne 
was space and silence. . here> 

Much of my diary would make nonsense were I to insert 11 JV^did 
et — then it made sense, at least, to me. I wonder now what part 
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ac L.ko that has never come back to me. 
our tents be 
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m a stream at the southern end of 
1 he 1 ankse ron>Tncn were paid off, and were lucky 
me wood tor their return journey. Noel sent for the 
our requirements, and then we had a set-back. It 
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sufficient animals to start on the follow- 
travel upon the backs of yaks, for these 
unable to exist below 10,000 feet, stand continued height 
Riding-ponies only would be taken, but it seemed these 
le-shod, and a good supply of rations for both them and 
ted before they would be ready to start upon the final 
^of our journey to Chang Chenmo which might last, counting the return 
I morney, anything up to three weeks. We had therefore to resign ourselves 
to i M d^s halt, but on the whole were not sorry for the chance of over- 
riag and redistributing our kit. We were grateful, too, for a little rest. 
As to the appearance of a yak. Try to imagine a clumsy, bovine animal, 
wife its shoulders considerably higher than the rest of its body. Then imagine 
a nNgh coat of brownish black inclining to grey on the withers ; a large, 
HoopFg bead surmounted by thick horns from one to two feet long and 
oat twelve inches in girth, growing outwards and curling up. Add to this 
i enormous, bushy tail, extending to below the hocks, and a thick fringe of 
U matted black hair hanging from the shoulders and flanks, and you 
'law some idea of the domestic yak. The wild yak is larger, with thicker, 
-acr horns. These animals make good use of their horns whilst being 
loaded, as we were soon to discover, but their drivers have a clever way oi 
defeating their onslaught. They gather the beasts together m a ring with 
their heads turned inwards, so that any damage they do with their horns is 

to ^rn h ad noticed quantities offish from six to eight '^J^m^ 
pools of the stream by which we were camping, and now £*^ f *f^ 
our menu, he unearthed a hitherto unused m ^ ult ^^L^T a Mirow 
proceeded to transgress the laws of ^^^^''^SSZ 
channel with stones, submerging one side of 2&f2L*faS5i ttd strange 
-and employing a gang of villagers equipped with s^s^ana^ g 
cries, he managed to drive into it a sufficient 3. 
provide the entire population of Phobrang as ^ « ^« with 

. They tasted good? Straight out of a mounta ^^^^ Dairy 
huge hunks of Rahim's soda bread spread with butter irom 

, "By morning we were told that seven yaks would 
kit, and two to carry their own rations ^as we "^^d for this we had 
Next came the question of a milk supply for the journey , « expens ive, 
to take fifteen goats and their goatherd. Tm ? J 5 , 0 ?™* for the milk they 
until we were told that we should only be required to pay , The goats 
gave, which eventually worked out at two and a ha annd to their number 
were paraded for inspection and Noel added two live sneep of the , ot 
while a third was killed to start us on our way. two n 
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we 



d brought from Leh still survived, but they were sraH 
thinner and did not promise a very satisfying meal. WoS a ? ^owm 

iO. and must he. renlareH hv o c^.uu.. _ a °es n ot .3 
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ig Chenmo, and must be replaced by a scrubby growth 
and, failing that, by dung which would be collected daily bv th* 1 * 1 
yak drivers who numbered eight. y " e Pony 

For emergency cooking or boiling water, we had, of cour*> 
solid-spint stove, which so far had given every satisfaction \r Ur Met * 
fortunately, owing to the height, it required two tablets of fuel inst^V Un * 
to boil a kettle. Even then our water never really boiled The best 0Dc 
was to approach fairly close to boiling-point. As soon as Noel hadsL? ^ 
whole party assembled on the evening of our second day at Phobran 
turned in early, in preparation for the following day's march, which prom ^ 
to be long and tiring, as we should have to cross the Marsemik Pass 
1 8,500 feet above sea level. ' m 8 

I thought of the pass that night after I was in bed. This time, surely I 
would be able to stand the crossing better. We were now at 16,000 feet, am 
I felt no ill effects beyond a certain degree of slackness. At Zingaru-^-oui 
camping-stage below the Chang Pass— I had felt really ill, yet there we hat 
been no higher than the present stage. Surely I was becoming acclimatized 
That is a point about mountain sickness ; once at a lower altitude the 
effects of it pass quickly, and it is difficult to remember how ill you felt, or to 
relive its deadly, atrophying depression. 

As everything had been prepared over-night, we got away in good time 
and for two miles followed the course of a stream to a place called Chugra, 
the very last inhabited spot beyond Phobrang. It consisted of two broken- 
down sheep-pens, and was quite tenantless. From here we turned sharp 
right-handed over a hill, to find ourselves in a much wider valley running 
north-east in the formation of a series of rolling downs covered with shale, 
and devoid of a tree or blade of grass, beyond the few patches growing beside 
a tiny trickle of water running down the middle. Rising steadily, we followed 
the stream uphill for about seven miles, halting at a deserted shepherd's hut 
Here the coolis began to give trouble, saying they would go no farther tha 
day, but would cross the pass on the morrow. We overcame their objections 
by going on to the pass ourselves and, as we expected, they soon followed us. 
From this time onwards we had no trouble with them, and they were a cnee . 
lot of rascals to have with us. One of them, whose name sounded ^ 
Punsook, appointed himself permanent pony-holder to me, and Kep ^ 
laughing by the perpetual grin on his Hogarthian countenance, an h 
general air of looking for some new mischief to perpetrate, alterna tin ^ 
sorrowing regret for an imagined hardship which had fallen upon 
retribution for a previous crime. . n( j * iih 

The yaks offered much entertainment. They proceeded slo w ^ infi . 
dignity, each requiring a driver to hit him along, and occasionally > ^ts 
despite the driver's efforts, to indulge in fights with each other. 
wandered about all over the hill, pursued by their unfortunate go a« jnhab iteU 
And so we approached the Marsemik La, separating tne u ^ t o 
tracts of Western Tibet from Ladakh proper. The going, unu ]y ^ 
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out climb up to the Chang La I began to take heart. We saw several 
u vang* on the southern slopes of the pass, also some large marmot* otw 
K sTthe country offered a vista of utter desolation. m * r ™^ Other- 

• We reached the top of the pass m bright sunshine, and although the view 
t0 the north presented nothing but wave upon wave of brown mountafn* 
reaching apparently to infinity, that to the south, over the valleys we had so 
latei y travelled, was magnificent even in this country of marvels. From right 
to left, stretching from above Shusol in the east to the Tankse nullah in the 
west, ran a great ridge of snow-capped giants, separating the Muglib Valley 
and the Pangong lake from another direct route leading to Tankse, which 
goes by the name of the 'Valley of the Nomads". From end to end this 
ridge is fifty miles long and seldom lower than 20,000 feet, and that day, as we 
saw it from the Marsemik, it looked like the giant keyboard of a piano, on 
which the black notes were the sombre-shaded nullahs, separating one 
ivory summit from its neighbour. 

"Can't we go back to Tankse by the Valley of the Nomads ?" I asked. 
Noel seemed to think this a good suggestion, and said he would look at the 
map to see what difficulties the route offered. 

Once over the pass the weather changed abruptly. Clouds, which had 
gathered round the hilltops to the north and east, rolled down upon us. 
Now that the descent had begun, we all found ourselves suffering from the 
inevitable splitting headache and depths of depression which had attacked 
us (though to a lesser degree) on the Chang La. I have described before the 
effects of mountain sickness. It is enough to say that all of us — even the 
local men — were struggling and fighting for breath, and for enough energy 
to keep going. Our only relief was that here there was not the melting snow 
that we had found upon the Chang, and therefore no digging out of ponies. 
Noel, who has, I think, greater endurance than most, was a good deal the 
worse for wear. As for Rahim— when I looked at him, I wondered if we 
should get him back alive. The thought did little to help me fight my 

^NoeHecided to stop at a stage called Rimdi, about three miles below the 
pass, for the night. This was still 17,000 feet high, «wd 01^^ 
of us felt much better. I was lying prone when Rahiir \£™"»£ d ^]£ 
pony. He slid off it to the ground. "Memsahib, I die, he said, and lay 

^From the look upon his face I thought he would. Terror for him . filkri 
me. I had heard of stories of Indians who could d. ^ " on ^ s 
rugged face looked dreadful. There was a dark-gay shadow upon 

Noel produced brandy. "Give him a swig ot Wis. 

"He's a Mohammedan „ 

"To hell with that. Give it to him. d his ]imbs , got a tent 

We forced the brandy into his mouth, vye f » ^ ind 

»P and laid him in it. He showed moun tain side at 1 7,500 fee 

and snow falling, and we were again on*™*™ Ra him, rubbed I him ami 
Bortsa for fuel was scanty. We P'^^^esJril- h ofwha 




Our spirit-stove proved a blessing. . M , u u , nst 

supply of nearly boiling water until such time as the camp fire was lighted 
and a larger kettle available. Samandu was the only servant with any kick 
left in him. He helped considerably. To add to the falling snow, a thunder, 
storm had worked up along the ridge to our north-west, and during its course 
a first-class avalanche broke away from one of the peaks about two miles 
from our camp with a roar that was malevolent and frightening. Although 
we were in no possible danger, we felt dreadfully isolated and exposed in our 
little tents, and quickly piled great heaps of stones over each peg and round 
the flaps to defeat the violence of the wind which grew every second in fury. 
Added to our miseries was the dreadful thought, were we to be responsible 
for Rahim's death ? 

I shan't forget that night. We lay shivering in our camp-beds, the wind 
whistling and roaring around us. One deep breath — oh, for the strength to 
draw one deep breath ! Thought swarmed and raced, with one's body so 
weak, and one's brain, it seemed, so terribly alive. 

By daylight things had not improved. Apparently we had all decided to 
swear we felt better, and — incredible though it seemed — Rahim was still 
alive. In fact, he was so much recovered that he expressed shame at not 
having been able to cook a meal for Sahib and Memsahib on the previous 
night. We determined to move farther down at all costs, but must wait until 
the weather changed. This did not happen until two o'clock in the after- 
noon. Noel insisted that I stayed in bed till then. At the first streak of 
sunshine, a rush was made to strike camp, and he got two of the yaks off at 
once with their drivers, sending me with them, with Punsook to drag my pony 
along. 

We started off down a precipitous path that was no more than a foot wide, 
flanked by a foreboding wall of rock, and hanging over a cliff which carried 
on for perhaps 1,000 feet to the river below. This narrow path, on a 
slant, led up and down, and the ascents and descents of its meanderings were 
so steep that I held on to everything— saddle, and pony's mane— to stay 
upon him. Once I got off and tried to walk, but my limbs were weak, as if 
I had just got up after a long illness. I could hardly draw a breath. A 
snowstorm caught up with us, and then I couldn't see the path. Punsook 
carried on, plodding with a steady step, dragging my pony, sometimes calling 
to a yak driver to come and hold its tail while he himself steadied the poor 
Sff?!?^ if !"? on to his head - ° nlv this saved the Pony from falling over 
r2L .1 every step il stum bled, and our pace could not have been 

more man a mile an hour. I can't remember if I was frightened, but I know 
my body was contracted and taut. Each step forward seemed something 
overcome. 

r * A ?fu ab0Ut three of this the snowstorm ceased, and Noel, with the 
rest ot the party, caught me up. Rahim was riding, well wrapped in blankets. 
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. rf Nve were escaping from the brcathlcssness of a great bright, and on 
at a more or less sheltered ledge close to the foot of the Panglung 
W e halted for the night after w hat had been only a short march, 
-hat nient we found it hard to sleep, but when I slept, I had my first 
tmare of the trip. In my dreams my pony kept stumbling, always 
.Jv^alling, and below me at the bottom of the 1,000-foot wall of rock was 
JrJ^juns river. 

We awoke to a world white with snow about two inches deep, but by 
-yne o'clock it had melted and we were off again downwards, bound south 
SrTsolu. During the first part of the march the weather was fair and 
became warmer, but about midday black clouds gathered and came sw eeping 
down the valley behind us. We hurried on, managing to keep just ahead of 
the storm. Sometimes our path, after crossing to the left bank of the River 
Rjmdi, was too narrow for us to do more than crawl along the edge of the 
cliff. Just before reaching Pamzel a few icy drops of rain caught us, driving 
us hurriedly over a mile of stony river bed and one small ridge to a more 
sheltered spot on the sandy bank of the Chang Chenmo river. This had 
been a long march over bad going, but we were down to 14,700 feet, and so 
felt better. We had to wait some time for our tents, owing to the refractory 
habits of the yaks, but the scenery gave us plenty to look at. 

The bed of the Chang Chenmo River at the place where we were now 
meaning to camp is about half a mile wide. Down the middle of it ran a 
swift but narrow stream, winding its way across the dull, slate-grey bed which 
was strewn with enormous boulders left high and dry after heavy floods of 
past years. To the west rose a sinister giant of a mountain with a glacier 
terminating in an overhanging precipice of ice which descended towards the 
smaller foothills above the river bank. In the distance soared the peaks 
enclosing the river on either side until it joins the Shyok, forty miles away. 
All was silent. We were too far away even to hear the sound of the stream 
coursing down the river bed. 

The tents arrived, and the bank on which we pitched them offered a 
large patch of scrubby bortsa for which we were thankful. Our coolis 
warned us that actually we were barely far enough away from the water 
course for safety, adding the information that rivers rose with great rapidity 
in this part of the world. Opposite to us upon the north bank was a precipice 
of light brown shale rising sheer for several thousand feet, cut into deeply 
by narrow water courses, and stretching backwards and upwards to further 
ranges capped with snow. Eastwards, looking up the river bed towards the 
Lanak Pass and the frontier of Tibet, ran a range of hills, some with crimson 
summits, owing their colour to a type of sandstone fairly common in the 
district 1 hey stood i artling clarity, and round them, as far as eye 

could see, all the tremendous force of Tibetan weather was venting itself in 
vertical water-spo d hoi il blizzards. Towards evening the wind 
r '^- round the camp, iur tent, clothing and food with sand. Yet our 

e. We were at last in < hang ( henmo. Noel was within appreciable 
tentedly ° f h ' S quarry » thc graceful homed antelope. We slept con- 
While waiting to get away thc next morning, 1 attacked Rahim on the 
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subject of his clothes. He was just wrapping himself up in a blanket, so I 
seemed a good moment to do so. 

'Tell me the truth about those warm clothes, Rahim.'' 
He hung his head after the way of an Indian servant who is at a loss 
"Memsahib . . ." 
"Yes?" 

"Memsahib . . . my son — need money." 

I understood at last. His wretched son was always needing money, tm 
always Rahim sent it to him. The son would willingly have drained his 
father of everything. The old man had. after all, sold his clothes in the 
Calcutta bazaar. There was nothing to be said. Clever people would say 
if they knew the story, "I told you so. No Indian servant. ..." I knew it 
all. And Rahim felt he had let us down. He kept his eyes fixed upon the 
ground as he spoke to me. It is odd how, when thinking of absolute 
honesty, people think only of the little things and forget the big. 

We left for the next stage, Kiam, and the last but one before Noel's 
shooting block would be reached. The road led due east along the south 
bank of the river for about four miles, where we had to make our first crossing. 
After the night's storm the water flowed rapidly and was well above our ponies' 
knees. Although a snapshot does not show the pace at which the water 
raced, there were moments when I felt it must sweep my pony's feet away 
from under him, leaving me in the torrent. The yaks crossed in massed 
formation, making little of it. Again today the scenery varied much owing 
to the many different colours of the rocks and soil. Soon after we had left 
the precipices round our camp at Tsolu, the ridges of mountain rose more 
gradually in rounded curves of green, brown and even crimson. There was 
no sign of a tree or blade of grass, just the gigantic ripples of the hills rolling 
away from us in kaleidoscopic magnificence until, crest upon crest, they 
merged into the distant horizon and were silhouetted against a sky 01 
metallic blue. Despite the altitude of this valley the heat was intense at 
midday, and a shimmering haze danced eerily over the stones in the river bed. 

On reaching the vicinity of Kiam, there was great excitement among our 
followers as from the last rise before the camping-ground a few miles farther 
on we saw three antelope grazing quietly about half a mile away on some 
patches of miraculous green grass. Then we realized that here were the hct 
springs for which the place was noted on the map. The water, bubbling 
from the earth, has quite a high temperature and trickles away over the 
rubbly ground encouraging the growth of grass and so forming a favourite 
feeding ground for animals and birds. 

A messenger was sent back hurriedly to fetch Noel's rifle from the back 
of the yak which carried it, and on its arrival he and Sultana Malik set out 
upon their stalk, while I rested on the ground. 



: 




(Extract from NoeVs diary.) 

"We slipped down to the ledge above the river bed 100 feet beneath 
so getting on to a lower level than that on which an antelope were grazing. 
Then we crept forward below a sheltering bank for nearly 500 yards, 
which brought us to a point at which the general direction of the animal s 
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nvird meandering ought to have been intercepted. But he had got there 
*K u s He was over the bank, and we found him in full view at a hundred 
5*i fifty yards as we breathlessly crawled round a small shoulder of rock, 
ftried to get myseli into as comfortable a lying position as possible, which 
Ift only the upper part of the antelope's body in view. Forgetting my 
thumping lungs and heart (height 17,400 feet), the violent glare on the 
foresight* and my general tendency to shoot high, I let drive at the slowly 
moving beast and missed him clean- right over his back. Two more useless 
!Jtots followed his retreating form as he bounded gracefully over a patch of 
snow, and 1 had to aeknowlcdge the complete failure of my first effort. 

"The shikari tried to comfort me by saying that all spoilsmen began by 
shooting badly in Chang ( henmo owing to the difficulty of drawing a steady 
breath at this height, but ! would not let it go at that. There, 1,000 yards 
away, went the scared antelope, who was soon joined by three others. They 
bounded up the face of a nullah in some hills overlooking the hot springs, 
and up the nullah and after that antelope J went. One hope only remained — 
first to get down wind from them, then up the hill and above them, and finally 
to try to cut them off from whatever distant valley they were making for. 
This I determined to do. Up and up we went, catching now and then a 
fleeting glance of the quarry as they now quietly grazed their way up a nullah 
parallel to the one we were in. 

"After climbing for about 1,500 feet, with breath coming in gasps and 
helpless glances cast ever upwards, we halted for a moment or two and 
decided on a spot below some jagged rocks upon the summit, where with 
any luck we ought to get on terms with them again. Then we set our faces 
for the last few hundred feet before reaching the crest. I was a bit comforted 
to see Sultana Malik blowing as much as I was. Once on the crest ot the 
hill we had 2G0 yards to go left-handed to the rocks in question 
and on reaching them and peering cautiously over we saw an empty nullah 
and no sign of the antelope ! They could not have swung towards us without 
our seeing them, so they must have crossed a low pass opposite to us ; and 
were probably now in the next nullah towards which the wind had suddenly 
changed so that it blew directly from us. One last try must be made^ 
Dropping down from the crest we dashed straight 

direction that we might with luck get across the line of ^P^J^^J 
wind had been carried over it into the nullah beyond f ^^^ e ^' 
and another short climb brought us to a 

There they were about 400 yards below us m ^^^^SSTand 
undisturbed despite the efforts of a wild yak who, having both seen 
winded us, was galloping wildly up the opposite mil. f 

"There was only one way to get near them and that was on me 
^ breeches, slithering down the razor-edged ^^^^^ID-yaid 
*? another. Nearer and nearer I got. I begam to de bat< l ^ * ent 
sjght instead of the 300, and decided on it not a second too soon P 
their heads as they started moving downhill. chnnlder as a rest, and 

t "I pushed Sultana Malik in front ^^X^Sk^S^ all hate 
to take that down-hill shot at a ^^^}^^i^off the stalker's 
s o much. The bullet struck with the thud that takes a loao o ^ 
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L nown went the antelope, and clown we slid to him, Sultana 
? U i ?«« a Kd' before all life had left the beast, and I to examined 
, Inielv my first Tibetan antelope, to shoot which I had travelled nearly 2 $5 
£ since leaving C alcutta. I had got a 22J-inch head, which was not } 
standing, but all the same a recompense lor such an ignominious start." 

On his return I wondered what to do about the seat of Noel's trousers 
Most men mind about the seat of their "pants". Perhaps sport on the sno* 
line would cause him to cast such inhibitions from him. While I was wonder, 
ing about this he suddenly said, "You look rather like a boy with a wig on |" 

I looked at myself in my small mirror. My red hair had grown to an 
awkward length. Most wigs seem to be red. How right he was. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

I MUST NOT GIVE THE IMPRESSION THAT THROUGHOUT OUR JOURNEY I WAS 

always a heartening comrade and the perfect travelling companion. On 
many occasions just the opposite was the truth. Once over the two big 
passes, and at a consistent height of anything from seventeen to nineteen 
thousand feet, my temper was often diabolical. On the marches I had a 
fervent and driving desire to pick a quarrel with the person closest to me. 
That person was Noel, but he — and this infuriated me — was seldom close 
enough. 

On a trek such as this you seldom march abreast, for the reason that 
Ladakhi ponies are accustomed to follow nose to tail in a caravan. Often, 
even the tail of Noel's pony was not before me. Noel wanted to harden 
himself for the stalking that lay ahead and insisted upon walking, and his 
pace was faster than that of my stumbling pony. It was useless my bellowing 
imprecations, even had I the breath to do so. While I sat on the numnah 
saddle being led along by Punsook, I could see my husband's figure striding 
half a mile to a mile ahead of me, and always increasing the distance between 
us. You cannot make hill ponies hurry. You don't so much ride them as sit 
on them, for they are indifferent to any "aid" and follow only their driver. 

Noel was happy. He was nearing his farthest objective, and the fever 
of the chase was mounting in him. I doubt if women can ever quite under- 
stand the emotions belonging to this fever, and I know it must be anathema 
to all those who are anti-blood sport, but then, unless such people are rigid 
vegetarians, I find their attitude equally difficult to understand. That anyone 
should be carnivorous in appetite, eating meat that has been driven to a 
TJPS^S? ° r a chicken that has had its neck wrung, and yet shudder 
EJSm T m ° a ^sman shooting a pheasant or enduring rigours and 
to ndmft L P , U f SUe a T ld beast ' seems t0 me 11Io S ic al, although I am prepared 
^d^nSSl H a i? hort t,m , e this fever of the chase can change the most 
mmf ?f no 8 and human of men int0 a «catutc with but one idea-the 
own Jr^Xi^ 9 many years Iater ' that women who try to assert their 
Yet ?n the l oht T n a ™ an at such a time ar * consummate bores to him. 
Yet, m the light of experience, I believe that this may even apply to his 
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. in ordinary surroundings. After all, most men hunt something— 
» cti uccess, achievement, or fame. Some may hunt these things for the 
eith er *r woma n, but I have an idea that the best do not. In any case, many 
sake oi attempt to frustrate a man by demanding too much of his attention 
the hunt is on. If he is a strong character he resents this and wonders 
u\q has ever allowed his freedom to be so hampered. The other kind 
ften gives in, and a woman may find herself late in life left with a poor, 
t0 ° °terprising creature for whom she is herself in some way responsible. 
uneI ^ : „ 0 ocv tn be wise in middle age. 



n it it is easy to be wise in middle age. 

T may in my saner moments, have understood something of all this even 
that time. If I did I certainly hid it well, but at that altitude I don't think 
t was always very sane. The most unwarrantable, petty thoughts poured 
to mv mind. I acquired a dreadful pleasure from them. I wanted to nag 
nd argue ' foolishly : after the way of the lowest feminine mentality. I 
Janted to cry "There is no other woman in the world you would have dragged 
Jo Sis God-forsaken country !" Oh yes, I know what I have written about 
mv feelings near the Pangong lake. I didn't remember them now. I know 
k was I who had urged Noel to bring me. I put that thought from my mind 
I was concerned only with myself. My breeches hung around my wais . 
My hair had grown from its short shingle. The dry air had made it straight 
S it hung lankly. Perhaps because of many sleepless nights my face looked 
hazard 1 and sunken in the little mirror I had brought with me. I was 
SLt^lns a hag. Other women 

to civilization. I should slink about, a gaunt, queer-looking object not a 
SSTXjust a female of the species who looke 1 years 
age. All because of the hardships inflicted on me by m ^^ r ^ z f y tlusDan °- 
Poor me. Poor, poor me. I could easily ^^(^^^kda^ 
Few of my thoughts on those marches ^^^T^^t^ Noel 
Old grievances came to me. It was ^^J^sXK Words 
about mem while the words were flowing into mymind so plena y ^ 
that I felt were pointed, just and definUely hurtful u co r wjfc 

just ! If I hadn't spoken them W«e^toa^ a a dqw and 

It was a mistake to be so loving. Every man ncc 

a S ain - , , . t. ^ u»»r<\ all I wanted to say even if I had 

But luckily Noel could not have heard all 1 wan ^ ^ . t0 
shouted it. When I caught up with him a .a pw -Coming along 

pause, he always seemed grateful to ™*x^t™£ d ' ^ , You look 
so well." To my sour face he would remark, ro 

tucked up. Anything wrong T y menta n y cursed men who poured 

Nothing was wrong, I would te 1 him^as I n ema» 
coals of firl on the heads of unbalanced Icrejtuwj wond(i red whether 1 

Sometimes during these periods ^^Sfc in the upper regions of 
could possibly be suffering from the poison wn , $ J hi s ide a is o . 
the Himalayas, natives believe is f^^^ m definite about the* be t 
course ridiculed by Europeans, but the hill men There (eycn though 
in it. "Here," they will say '«s bad t or l w q{ [%r 
district may be at a greater altitudeMhej^nMs^ 
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9 . . „„ntpnse or not. there is no doubt that the 

Whether such beliefs are > H «M "gjEfa m the higher ranges where 

tbe spike-hke heads of its ww w grass besl(k a stre a m . 

op as they do from a little paten - - not been there to appreciate the 
^ It must be difficult for ^ar i>one £ quaUty of the deep silence that 

savage loneUne* . o ,tha coimt. > . or the e . few people know real 

reigns between the howling WWJ c tre£ Qr (he SQund 

silence. There is the buzz of "f^™*! 1 ^ of a sepulchre. 
5T But here somet:n,es the^ , ne« was *at o^ fina] 

We now had only eleven mues w > antc i op e was shot. Evidently 
where we would camp until Sav had scared aw ay the herd we had 

Noel's bombardment of the preyou da> ^ a ~ car f , if 4 S h mantl0 ° 
seen, for during the first e gn t mn e> th onft^ 1 th£ hot s ; ^ 

and that there would be antelope in plenty to be found here. 

The kit was a good way behind us, and as we waited for it we watched the 
gay antics of a kvang who suddenly appeared and seemed anxious to make 
friends. There were plenty of these in Chang Chenmo, and they are fascin- 
siting animals with red-brown backs shading away to white beneath the neck 
and beOy and down the leas. They look much like our nome-bred pony, 
but with a touch of mule. They carry their heads high, sniffing the air, and 
are amazingiy graceful in the way they prance along. The ponymen 
besought Noel to shoot them for their skins, out of which the natives 
make mocassins. It was a repellant idea when they approached us so 
apparently without fear. 

Just before arriving at the camping-ground we had seen an antelope in 
an open piece of "maidan" Further inspection showed its head to be too 
small to shoot, and Noel did not stalk it. Directly after tea, not anxious to 
spend longer than was necessary at this height, he started out again for 
another try. I wished I could go with him. The rolling hills looked smooth 
and easy going, but we were at 19,000 feet, and I found I could only 
walk with a great effort. Noel's heart and endurance may have been 
stronger than mine, or perhaps suffering from stalking fever as he did, it 
was a case of mind defeating matter. He spied a herd of four antelopes, 
amongst them a sizable head. "I found myself so blown that I could hardly 

C £d X ™S? ^ hi!l . Whcre I expected to f,nd opposite to me," he 
w uifr t m u n 1 got there 1 fou nd I had misjudged the distance 
bad one of 23 " 250 yardS " Hc ** the head, which was not a 

mor'nLTal^ougVlfad £Si ?*• '^-headed and stone cold. I** 
my pony with the nartv my u Se,f that this time I would set off ugj 

determined upon iCcrhL \ 1 me at eight o'clock. Noel 

of it. 1 lay in my ca mn h e ^ ,f he went m ^ch farther afield in *** 
My husband at this mcrni Cnt < ™ mm *<* over the strangeness of eg 

m °mcnt, gasping and blown, carrying a heavy 



*tf sorry f<? 
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hill hall" mad with cxciicnicnt and feeling neither 
. , What should I do until his return '.' I had brought 
".: k nor«'"-> 'v.,. ,. imagined I should want to read them. Yet I didn't, n 
lnlllS \' Ik-.c was no time to spare for books. You could 

,W%w unU 'r' lookinu than from reading. I should have known . 
£fl> n"> rc 1 • " have never understood those people who can read for most 
Should be ul«H ship 1 even find it hard to read is a garden in F.ngland 
of the day °n^W- W( . akncss , whichever you like. Only a short 

It * a v was The "ft "Ont ier of I ibet proper. '1 he forbidden land. W hat 
distance away *a e t r!«s that frontier . . . as if anyone 

» on f^l Chinese guards eould not be at every point along those vas 

would Zt tha » stupid, because you couldn't just walk across 

^tm, of over 20 TOO feet. 1 hey formed their own barrier to a country, 
mountains of over m» * g _ fiut jt was maddcn , n g 

"f^tbte to go on 0 » and on-for ever. Why not? Only yesterday 
2? u „h of Chang Chenmo as a god-forsaken country. My reactions 
SiSSwoJ? Wel'l-whose aren't 7 In any case there is the power 

- Z^3ftSBSE bed any longer. A chair outsi* i in the 
sun ight sounded pleasant. All the same, what would 1 miss ? here v/as 
Sna of this land I could afford to miss. 1 decided to follow Noel 
■ found ma even w begin to do so needed an effort. One would have 
hS it myTthrow one's feet over the side of a camp-bed but it wasn t. 
fiavifg achieved a sitting position on the bed I sat there , and htow. cloudy, 
like someone getting up for the first tune after a long illness die* as many 
clothes on to my body as i could without standing on my feet The air that 
greeted me through the tent flaps was deliciously pure and ^risp. 

Punsook was sitting on his hunkers not far from the tent When I callea 
him he came running, a grin on his comical face. signed to him that I 
wanted my pony. Rahim, who adopted the airs of 
whenever he could, came and helped me on to it Rahim always seemed 
able to make himself understood. "Tell Punsook I want to find Sahib and 
see him shoot an antelope," I said. Punsook answered with i a cbuckte. 
I never knew what it was he found to laugh about unless it was myself, we 

''Thopfno one wi.l now expect an exciting story ^Z^eoun^ 
don't get lost with Tibetan ponymen. T^^^^^^Sn 
that they do not know. I hadn't an idea how Punsook £as ck * abortus 
Noel in that labyrinth of mountains, but he W^^^^^E 
the way. The day was exquisite. A gentle breeze fanned us. The an was 
bright, and the sky a vivid blue. By the streams the going ; was grassy *o 
could almost have imagined yourself enjoy ing such a day on *^«^ u could 
at Home. Only there one would have felt full of energy, vne e ; 
not have carried one fast enough over the turf h L^n hid happened 

«. To think of such energy now was to wonder whaun ; heaven nao PP 
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«n I ul'ikhis and Tibetans, he understood only a slow and deliberate DarA 
Punsook led him, whistling cheerfully, and uttering strange imprecS; 
cverv time he stumbled over stones. 

I did at last begin to wonder whether Punsook and I might be getting i 0st 
It began to seem a little crazy of me to have left the camp to traverse a stretch 
of that immense country with a boy who could not understand a word I said 
But certainly the boy showed no doubt as to airection. Climbing steeply' 
we followed a nullah for about three miles up to its head. I saw a herd of 
twelve antelope, and began to take heart. Punsook turned round at the sight 
of them to grin at me encouragingly. If he had tound antelope the probability 
was that he would also find Noel, who I supposed must have left themin 
search of a bigger head. The smooth vastness, the unearthly silence— both 
contributed again to that feeling of being on another planet ; one that was 
cold and very still. I would have liked to have asked Punsook if he really 
knew the spot he was making for, but of course he would not have under- 
stood. It looked as if he and I might wander on in that silence for ever. 

On reaching the head of the nullah I saw range after range of white-topped 
mountains in the distance. From them a great valley ran to where I was. 
In the middle of it, far away, sparkled the waters of a lake. On either side 
of me waves of hills rolled to apparent infinity. The altitude made the 
colours too vivid to seem real. 

I must have been standing at about 20,000 feet. Suddenly Punsook 
pointed to a spot below me, and there I saw Noel with the rest of the party. 
When I reached him I found that he had got his antelope, and that it had a 
really good head measuring 23£ inches. It completed the number he was 
a lowed to shoot. 

Now barely two ranges of hills separated us from the forbidden frontier, 
and we realized with a feeling of sadness that we had come to the farthest 
point of the trek. There was something depressing in the thought of turning 
and retracing our steps, yet there was not too much time left of Noel's leave 
for all we had in view. An ovis ammon would only be found 150 miles away 
to the south of the Indus. We had more travelling to do yet. 

I wished I could have taken Punsook back to Srinagar as my pony-boy. 
He was a lively person to have about the camp. More inherent mischief 
radiated from him than from anyone I had ever met, and mischief and gaiety 
are hard to resist in a young thing. It is only the adult who becomes a bore 
when impish. Punsook was the acknowledged wit of our party, and whenever 
we rested always the centre of a circle of listeners. I would have given much 
to understand his stories. They went on and on, only interrupted by laughter 
from the coolis. He had brought the avoidance of hard work to a fine art. 
While our tents were being pitched, he would hammer in a peg, and go on 
hammering only while watched. Otherwise he sat back on his hunkers 
grinning while the work was finished by others, yet none of them seemed to 
resent this. He was indifferent to weather or cold and often removed his 
ragged top garment, displaying a nether one in worse rags and held together 
oyer the shoulder by a string of beads. My pony had such an affection for 
him that on the march it refused to move a step in any direction except at 
his heels. Sometimes, in order to get on when Punsook was plodding more 
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■tm ever, it was he who needed a tap with a stick and not so much 
slowly tnan 

the P? n r' un d far more water coming down the riser than on our outward 
v which made the crossings more exciting. Rahim sat his ponv like 
journe J» ari( j tne yaks crossed in their usual massed formation and with 
^eat deliberation. One felt that no torrent could ever sweep them off their 

^Noel. who had long ago given up shaving, now looked like a prophet 
•fh an impressive growth of heard, i lis hair badly needed cutting, but my 
offer to do so was refused. The least vain men seem to be fussy about their 

^1 approached the Marscmik in a grim if slightly apprehensive mood. On 
the top of the pass it was really good-bye to what Sultana Malik called the 
"Taklif" of Chang Chenmo. I think the word means a grumbling kind of 
worry. This time the crossing affected none of us so badly. The weather 
was good, the air clear, and there was still less snow, so that it was possible 
to see the many varieties of tiny plants snuggling around the boulders. We 
were hungry by the time we stopped for food a good way down the Ladakhi 
side of the pass. Here we found a crowd of the first nomads we had seen, 
who were on their way from the Nubra Valley to Phobrang to barter. The 
headman (it is strance how the tribal instinct prevails !) was amazingly good- 
looking. While T rolled myself up in a blanket for a rest, Noel took an inter- 
preter and went over to him where he sat with his followers in a circle. From 
where I was I saw the headman pull out two saddle bags for his visitor to sit 
on. Noel told me afterwards that they were beautifully embroidered, and 
that the ragged man's courtesy was outstanding. 

While I waited, a woolly coated puppy came up to me, still wobbling a 
little on its legs. I thought it spoke clearly in dog language, saying, . HeUo . 
Be a sport and come and play !" but then I am a fool over dog. This one 
wobbled about, biting its own curly tail I wondered what Jund of ' dog it 
would turn into. It had the woolliness of a toy poodle, «d^d not 
looked out of place upon a wooden stand Its ^^^^^S 
It had huge, unwieldy paws for its size and waanng SmmSS^I 
round its neck. It spoke again and said, ^Mntat an m ^* of 
to you r Such flattery always makes me weak-muided 1 was r 
James Stephens' words, "A young dog is a W ° f ^<£2 Miserable 
earthly fell, and he who can resist his contagion bad at 

mistake . . . with eyes incapable of ^ { ^SbocJso I so agree, 
remembering quotations, but this one stayed in my nun „ Mem _ 
Sultana Malik came up and eyed the ^m^^^S^i^ to read 
sahib, he will die in Calcutta." I didn't like Sul tens MM £ up 
my thoughts in this way. The black woolly ball had no ^ 
^ lap. "I needn't take him as far as Calcutta, Hfe as with thc 

can find him a home in Leh, where he won t hav e sucn 
nomads. Go and ask them if they will sell mm. So wou ] d you, 

"They will, Memsahib. Nomads will seH any ^ would reach 
you old devil, 1 thought, hoping his «nind-wdj*oP ^ ^ pald five 
s o far. He went over to the nomads, and returae 
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rupees for the dog. Five rupees seemed to be a favourite sum 
Malik's. The dog was mine. I told Noel so when he returned t tana 
"You like him, don't you?" The puppy stuck his tongue out of tt* i aid ' 
his mouth and smiled. ne s, de 0 f 

"How is he going to travel?" Noel asked. 

"On my pony." He sat there before me like a woolly cushion nil 
rest of the way to Phobrang. We called him, unoriginally, Towzer* c 

The nomads were a cheery-looking lot of wild men, wearing lone mh^ 
and three-cornered hats. We met them again in Phobrang that eveni 
There we changed ponies, and I said good-bye to Punsook. The degree?' 
which I minded saying it was quite unreasonable. I had known him only 
relatively short time. While he had dragged my pony I had been unable to 
talk to him. I didn't really know whether he were a nice boy or a thoroughly 
bad one. I had smiled in return when his incredibly ugly face had grinned 
at me, and that was all. Yet, during the trek with him upon the knife-edge 
after the Marsemik, when in that snow-storm I could not see my way, I had 
depended on him utterly. He had never faltered, but had plodded on reso- 
lutely, getting me across the dangerous places. I felt, in spite of being unable 
to talk to him, that I knew Punsook very well. 

There is something frightening about the phrase "Never again", remind- 
ing one that the magical moments of life can never be recaptured. It seemed 
now that never again should I see Chang Chenmo, or know the feeling of its 
vastness. This wasn't true, but I didn't know it then, and in any case, my 
return there the following year as, so I felt, an experienced woman traveller 
who had resisted the call of the gaieties of Simla, belongs to another story. 
I only mention it now because, after my description of what I regret to say 
Noel called my "Bloody-mindedness" (yes, he had suffered from it after all) 
readers may possibly have missed the point that the country has an inordinate 
power of dragging one back to it, sometimes physically, always in thought. 

A consultation over the map had shown us that if we returned to Tankse 
by the Nomad's valley, as I had suggested doing, our journey would be 
increased by about fifty miles. We should pass Yaktil, where we had seen 
the Pangong Lake for the first time, and march for some distance along the 
southern shore of the lake, reaching a largish village called Shusol. We 
remembered now that this had been the destination of the grand old LadaKni 

lady. . „ 

The thought of the Nomad's Valley intrigued, so did that of spending a 
longer time by the Pangong. We decided to spare the two days extra needefl 
for the journey. At Shusol T obtained a snapshot of the wildest-looking 
Ladakhi we had seen on the whole trip. He was of fine build, his head wei 
set upon his shoulders. He wore the usual pigtail, but much of his na 
escaped it, standing out from his head like a halo in stiff dirty strands, n 
came forward jauntily to be photographed, undeterred by the camera, a g 
upon his grimy face. 
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a hard goine. i : rom Shusol our kit was still carried upon the backs 
rcx*y an h " cn would" be changed at Tankse for ponies, 
of y akSl 1 Himbed higher the sky grew overcast, the air colder, and our early 

AS ffSg of exhilaration left us. 
0O{ Tlml - we're for it," said Noel. 

t thought so too, and took to my thick coat and burberry over it. Soon 
h a to ride for lack of breath. The breeze had become a gale. 
"Let's hope the resting-place is sheltered," I called. 
"It won't be. There's no shelter anywhere in this valley." 
I knew that resting places depended less on shelter than on water. We 
were both riding now, and in silence. I had learnt to try not to be always the 
first to complain of cold. Soon we reached the highest point of the valley. 
Towzer sat before me on my saddle, a happy little black ball. I left him in 
charge of the poneyman and got off to walk so as to bring some life into my 
frozen feet. The cold grew ever more intense, penetrating all our clothing. 
This was, I thought, one of the worst days we'd had. I began to feel sick and 
faint with cold. Such faintness is a dreadful feeling because soon you don't 
mind about anything very much. Samandu was the only servant with us, 
Rahim being far behind, probably encouraging the yak drivers with his 
umbrella. 

At last Samandu pointed to a patch of green in the distance. 
"The camping -ground," he said. 

There was no shelter of any kind near it. The melancholy of the valley 
was all-pervading. "Miles and miles and miles of desolation". It was 
possible I thought, that Swinburne's words might hold a certain mournful 
beauty for old ladies sitting over a lovely fire. They suggested none to me. 
I felt I could easily have thought of them myself. I got upon my pony again, 
finding the struggle against the ever-rising gale too much effort. I couldn't 
feel my feet at all. "This is the stiffest march we've had," said Noel. I was 
glad he had admitted it first. 

When the stage was reached it proved to be a bleak stretch of grass 
watered by a mountain stream. The only sign of life was two or three brown 
tents made of homespun, but no living creature was to be seen. The rain 
beat in pellets of ice against our faces. We could not see our kit, and we knew 
that in such a gale it would probably be an hour behind us. We stood in 
tn e bleak valley, our discomfort and depression growing as the moments 
Passed. I could not speak for the cold. At last Noel called to me : "The 
°nly thing to do is to take shelter in one of those nomad's tents." 

} could imagine the filth of them, and I thought of lice. Noel saw me 
hesitating, and called : "Don't be a fool. Come on !" 

We approached a tent. Heavy stones held the edges of it fast to the 
ground, and sheepskins were laid around to keep out wind. I pulled aside the 
nap and went imide. The tent was small, and filled with smoke smouldering 
"*om a fire made of dung and bortsa, over which a woman and four children 
pouched. There was a hole in the roof through which only a little of the 
smoke escaped. The children's eyes were red and running from the atmos- 
phere. Only a few rags covered their shivering little bodies. The woman 
*orethe usual peyragh, with but few stones upon it, and her clothing too was 
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a ^v,;m nf nerhaos eighteen months stood beside her -m^ . 
^fi^^ffiSTS her breast. The other three v^»ng 



were thin 



a ved looking, their heads and faces ingrained with dirt Their « 

out stifi y ^ ™ tted strands - ThC three u° f th u m had PU ,C f a ,arge sh 4S 
around them, and were huddled beneath it, shivenng. 1 thought, Vcoi 

is bad enoush, but this is unbearable. 

The woman looked at me apparently without surprise. This seemed 
strange until I realized that probably her senses were too numbed for her to 
be surprised by anything. She was too occupied by the fire which didn't want 
to burn, and in satisfying the wants of the baby near her breast to have any 
attention to spare for strangers. I made signs to her, showing that we wanted 
to share her shelter if we might, and sat down with my back to the wall of 
the tent. Noel and Samandu had followed me in. The woman apparently 
hardly noticed them. A board was stretched across the tent on which stood 
some Tibetan objects wrought in copper and brass. 

"What are those ?" I asked Samandu. 

"They are these people's 'Omni Padme Hum," he answered. T supposed 
he meant their religious symbols. 

"How can they live when they wear so little in this climate ?" 
"They are strong," he said, "even though they eat little." 
"They must be terribly poor." 

"No, not so poor. They make money with their sheep and goats, but 
still they can't get food, because here there is no food. They eat mostly 
dried curds," he said, pointing to a copper tray covered with white lumps. 
"But they have little grain." 

The dirt of the tent was indescribable, yet, although the bare flesh of the 
children showed in places through their rags, their legs, if thin, were straight, 
and their teeth were perfect. This was a mystery that I could not understand. 
I wondered why they had not died long ago from diseases caused by dirt, 
and why they were not rickety. I thought the answer must be that they lived 
on milk. I wondered how their mother still managed to produce milk from 
her breast to feed the baby. The faces of the children were drawn and 
terribly old-looking, yet I felt they might be fundamentally healthier than 
many in a London slum. I tried to believe this, for the sight of them was 
painful. 

Another human being crawled into the tent. Taking no notice of us he 
sat down on his hunkers against the wall. His gown was not ragged, but 
made of good hand-woven cloth. I commented on its quality to Samandu, 
who said that the men's clothes were mostly woven by women in the villages, 
adding : This is one of the 'bibi's'* husbands. He who goes upon the hil 
must have the thickest clothing." The woman picked up a lump of curd 
from the copper tray and threw it at the man. He grabbed it and began to 
sneak ffi^l 7 T Sh / ha , d given of noticing his arrival. He did not 

"Ask ^het Tf ,h A ' ntly a f t m, L y Where first thin S s came first. 
Ask her if she has many husbands," I said 

•o^otwlXstp ^ the Z.» " Three '' he ^ 



tw 



Woman's. 
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human beings depended for their nourishment and well-being 
50 seven ^ t ^ a t) upon this one woman. It was she alone who 
f on? c0 . u eY family, life in the raw though it might be. Whatever 
W ^ e ^ ht suffer from it would not be the feeling that she had too 
else h se m onsibility. Her primitive instincts at least would never be 



frustratea. ^ ^ arrived. We gave the nomad woman some money 
uJnueht a smile to her face. We left the tent to fight our way through 
,hi !m to our own, which was now being pitched. I couldn't forget the 
ie f nfthose children's faces or imagine them ever laughing or playing. 
-Don't get a depression about it," said Noel with man-like practicality. 

' f °TTmikin't Yet later, rolled up in blankets and drinking a steaming cup 
,ftL I wondered whether in spite of hardship and illiteracy these Ladakh, 
Imen might not be more normal specimens of their sex than many living 
W °Srf where there was a superfluity of females. Here it was a vital 
She eTer/wof n s hould perform her 

compensation should the gamble *™^J»£%&. '^breakfasted 

By morning the sun was shining and the galley wa .cam ^ vv 
outside our tent with a feeling of well-being. T °day the vauey 
baked harbourage. The nomad women had emerged ^rom 
They gathered in a group quite close to ^mgandtal king, 
of the night before seemed to have » J^K^ftave been any group 
together, apparently happy, she and her ™s migm ^ faf 

of village gossips. The previous night I ^d th°ugm m y ^ ^ 
from an animal state, but the aa«Wg ^ rea ^ s wind ing in the 
children were running and jumping across u weat her, it seemed, had 
valley. They looked just like other children. 

changed everything. . jn that wide valley, looking; at the 

I would like to have spent the day' n h ning st0 rm. Time was 
mountains, but Noel did not .want* ^r sk anot ^ a( the first 

getting short, and we couldn * t of Tib et and Ladakh. 

suspicion of winter snows we must oe 01 

CHAPTER SIX 

MY HUSBAND THE MAIN OBJECT 

rr wnx perhaps be remember d t hat eo « shee^o be 

of this trip had been to shoot of tne Himalayas. The pur ^ yia 

found only in the higher f rang g would cross ^^.^ neaf No£l 

lead us back to SaKU, a hl> and even j ^ seemed 

a comparatively large place on 



£0 M OUNTAI N M A G I C 

The place is one of the recognized stages on the Leh-kuiu trace rou- 
reach it some of our way would be by the track we had already f c n 
This time Noel meant to halt for a night at Tankse to see if the Z 
officer's report of burrhel in the district had any foundation. 

' I was grateful for a rest in the round basin of Tankse. The "hagh" 
our tents were pitched was filled with the strong, mimy scent be for. 
Ladakh that it is so hard to forget. On the morning after our arrival 1 
myself outside the tent in a roorkhee chair with Towzer playing around 
He was beginning to consider himself a hne dog and was barking || 
his curly tail well up, at an old woman in an adjacent held. 

It is ten o'clock. The rays of the sun are hot. The camp servants are 
chopping wood. It is almost as pleasant a sound as that of a lawn-mow 
in England. I have eaten a huge breakfast, and now a friendly bird is makin 
advances to me for crumbs. I have a curious consciousness of happiness. 

A ragged urchin advances shyly. He smiles and says. "Salaam". H 
looks as though he might be hopeful of backsheesh. I wish I had some 
give him, but our money is locked up, and Noel has the key with him on th 
hill. It is lovely to be resting, even though I know I ought to take the chan 
of washing some of our now ragged clothes. 1 he trousers of Noel's shootin 
suit that suffered so in Chang Chenmo are still waiting to be mended, lhe 
are in a far worse state now, but he has two pairs, so never mind. How got 
my bath was this morning in the canvas tub with the hot rays of the su 
penetrating the tent ! Another child comes into the *bagh\ He is quite 
baby. His little legs are bare up to his groins, and a few rags hang from h 
shoulders. He looks at the strange white woman in a puzzled way. I ca 
him. Though he can't understand my speech, he comes still closer. I she 
him my watch. Like any other baby, he listens intently to its ticking. 

Here comes Rahim with a rueful face. By its neck he holds the last t 
the chickens that were brought alive from Leh. Rahim is a great manage 
He won't let us have everything all at once. The chicken, having traveller 
over two passes to Chang Chenmo and back to here, is not much of a bir 
I think this a little funny, but Rahim does not. "What," he asks, "will th 
Sahib log eat ?" 

I haven't an idea. The Sahib-log will be all right, I tell him, and I wish 
wouldn't bother. I get up from my chair and fetch a blanket, lie upon th 
ground and go to sleep. 

That evening we met our first Europeans for several weeks. 

"A sahib comes," said Rahim, full of excitement, "and a memsahib." 

Until you have travelled in far-off, lonely places you can't know the thri 
of such news. What were they doing? Why were they here? Had the 
gone as far as we ? No — or we must have met them. Above all, who we 
they? 

Noel had not returned from the hill when I saw their caravan turn if 
at the bagh. A tall man led the way and behind him came a dark swarthy 
skinned woman. Few ponies accompanied them, and I saw no sign of an) 
heads. Perhaps they were not in this country to shoot. I went over to then 
and we introduced ourselves. The man was "Ganpat". the novelist, and the 
woman with him was Mile La Foume, a French artist to whom he had acted 
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ver the Chang La. I was struck at once by the force of her 
as coU ' ,er r£rsonality. She had started from Srinagar alone in search of 
pfi&f* ? paintings of Ladakh. She bad, I gathered, found some difficulty 
00gmf ,or ^ permit, for these are seldom granted by the Kashmir Govern- 
j n obtain^ womcn travellers. But I could imagine that if Mile La hougie 
n * ,1t fettf mined upon a course, it would take more than a British resident, 
* C h nsive perhaps as to her safety, to stop her pursuing it. She was 
a pprcne ^ ^ looked physically as hard as nails. She was not 

5K farther than Tanksc, where she wanted to sketch the interior of some 
g0l ?- g khi houses. When Noel arrived she was entranced with his bearded 
^noirance and exclaimed, "Mais, e'est St. Jean le Baptiste F 1 hat night 
Jtopened a precious tin of fruit, Rahim cooked the attenuated hen, and 

The Vrcnch woman showed me sketches she had already made of 
Ladakhi interiors. There was the lady of the house in state with her children 
beside her, while in a corner of the room were her three husbands, sitting 
close together with a good-boy look upon their faces. The woman quite 
obviously was queen of her surroundings. 

The sketches led to a discussion between Mile I a Louaie and myself on 
the evergreen subject of our sex. She was no feminist as the word is under- 
stood in England. 

"You English," she said, "if your *usband like only tor one night someone 
better than you, you 'urry to divorce. You break up your family like that I* 1 
She snapped her fingers. "It is stupid. In 1 ranee we know that such a little 
thing happens to any man, but then our women have. 1 think, more intelli- 
gence in marriage." , , 

I hope I am always willing to learn. "What do they do I asked. 

"They suffer," she said laconically, "and they do nothing but they keep 
their 'omcs. You 'ave a proverb about cutting oil your noses to make angry 
your faces, 'aven't you ? But you do not, it seems, olten remember it 

Oh well 

'Ganpat\ who had often been to this country told me that when _ row/er 
was fully grown he would be larger than an Airedale, and protxmiy [^™ s 
enough to land his owner in any civilized country in the po h^Lour As 
he was becoming better fed, he was already showing, sign f th s It was 
another reason for not takine him to Calcutta, 
he took a dislike to a Be 
penders. A dog of his cali 



wearing a dhoti and showing his sock sus 
meant to try again for burrhel. not having had any lu.k at 



M iC the Chang La tor the 
t and fidgeted so much on 



too, he drew Hank, and we went on to our st 
night. Towzcr now said he was big enough ti 
my pony that I let him. 4 . am i vsonderful view from 

Kis time there w as little snow upon the 1^ *" u .^™ \ m account of 
the summit which we had missed on our out™ rd J oum^ ^ ^ S . (U( 
cloud. We suffered le^s fi Utah..,, and there: 

left us deaf tor a short time. By now 
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From Sakti we would again explore new country on ou 
ammon block. I found myself well hardened by Chang Chenm^ to tl * 
present altitude of 1 3,000 feet had no effect on me at all. I could w lt nd ° Ur 
which was a blessing. a,k a 8ain, 

All too soon we reached the Indus, which of course meant a stret h 
slogging through sand, beneath blazing sun and between rocks that radi t 
heat, with nothing growing, and muddy-looking water beside us. We hah 2 
for lunch at a village about the name of which the map, guide-book and 
ponymen all differed. We were grateful for the shade its few trees gave 
Here we were twelve miles from Sakti and had another six to march to reach 
Upshi, our stage for the night. 

Soon after leaving the anonymous village we had to cross the river by a 
rickety-looking bridge with no sides to it. Towzer was taken down a peg, 
for he was terrified and had to be carried over. Our path now led downhill! 
and in the blazing sun he suffered rather badly in his thick coat. "No 
Calcutta for you, my lad," I told him. 

Upshi is an attractive village right on the banks of the Indus. From it, 
away to the right, runs a narrow gorge which is the main road to Kulu and 
• Simla. Up this gorge was also the way to our next halting place. The 
villagers told us that in parts this road was very bad, and we certainly met 
with difficulties at a place where some twenty-five yards of the otherwise well 
built up pathway had practically disappeared. This meant a rather hair- 
raising scramble over a knife-edge where the soil was a curious blood red. 
The gorge was immensely deep, and twisted continually, offering always 
new and amazing vistas of huge rocky formations. Water came tearing 
down its bed, green and foam-splashed between fields of mustard, their fierce 
yellow an amazing contrast with the curious lilac-shaded earth of the cliffs. 

We were now climbing steadily high above the torrent. Of all our marches 
this one— together with that which in my own mind I called the "Valley of 
the wind", where we heard the mighty symphony— stands out as the most 
remarkable for grandeur of scenery. As we came still higher nature had run 
riot, splashing purple, green, blue, yellow and crimson on to the cliff sides. 
The colouring intoxicated with its luxuriance. I know only too well that I 
cannot hope to describe it even adequately. The gorge was so narrow that 
we could have thrown a stone across it. Sometimes it seemed as though it 
must close in upon us, crushing us poor atoms between its rocky sides. 
nJZLS* * ncd .V The hilis became smoother and less rocky, and we 
fields far beyond 3 8 St ° ny PlatCaU stretchin S awa y 8 entl y t0 snoW ' 

valllv^m^wl? broug ¥ a monotonous march of twelve miles up a wide 
Srfrr were agam at 5><M> ^t. Then in the distance we saw the 
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Hcre there were terraces of fields, but no shade 63 
JVas intense yet a moment after sunset we had ik .P"™ 8 *** the 
clothing to keep warm. we nad to wrap ourselves in aU 

Ammon. Our camp followers spoke of little ei« c 
nf these great sheep is the blue ribbon of sport T\h»V ? u acquire a 
iges. A full grown ammon stands about toeh^^™ 1 *™ 
Sour of its coat, which is short, soft and close i , . 11,6 8 e »ral 
darker about the withers. In autunu ; d^r* «"? 
go* glossy Under the chest and belly the pelt ifiSfiS 
legs are lanky and slight for its body It has hardly any fc' 
deep ly creased horns are well arched upwards and backwards fcS 
curling round towards the cheeks. The length of horn neveHookl Tas long 
as it is when measured. In weight these horns are only exceeded by the ovis 
poli which inhabits the Pamir steppes and northern parts of Turkestan 
Although the horns of the ovis poli are not so thick, they are much larger 
having more curl and a wider spread. Still, an ordinary head of ovis ammon' 
one not measuring more than forty inches, weighs quite forty pounds. 

During the rutting season the rams indulge in hearty battles with each 
other, which accounts for many fine heads being spoiled by broken tips. 

On the first morning of his search for these great sheep, Noel went out at 
6 a.m. Soon afterwards I induced a cooli to ask a village man if he would 
let me see the interior of his house. I hoped this was not impertinent, but for 
a long time I had felt curiosity about the box-like houses we had seen, with 
their windows only on the top story. The reason for this being of course 
obvious when one thinks of winter snows. 

Soon an old man came, saying he would be pleased I if I woul I follow him. 
His house was bare ; the rooms on the ground floor dark . and J*tterly co d 
but the stone building seemed strong enough tc . resist ^any ^^^of 
in a room bare of furniture I met several wrinkled old women, and a gnua 
perhaps fifteen, with a pleasant, dirty fa ^ n ^ f^ e £ in Vy^ket 
shyness at the sight of a stranger, until by chance 1 ^ m y*™ered from the 
for a handkerchief, when she cheered up miraculously- i g ssibi i ity 
air of general expectancy that one of the ^"Sted. I was disap- 
of backsheesh. So far has the Kashmiri mfection penet fa ^ om 
pointed at not having seen a much married younger 
domain and went back to the camp. fi , day . They are dimcim 

Noel had not expected to find ammon on Ins nr ' ■ considerable 
animals to approach, winding humans qu ckly ^ m The number 
intelligence. But soon I heard several shotn find ourselves at Gya 
suggested a miss, and if this ^ere s°, we m.g that a Inghtened ^ 
three weeks hence, if we were foolish, wwu^n lucky having come upu 
of ammon would return. However ^oe "a ^ ^ ^ shot at . 
a herd of nine, six of them rams. He kh 

(Extract from his diary) , t ng an imal I ^jfi^^been my 
_ "As the ammon is a arge and rtrong whK h had aJWJ^ ^ , 
?-B. rifle instead of the little 256 M«nn ^ Ma hk, 
favourite. Having looked it well over, 
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cooii set out tor trie 
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immediate]) opposite the camp. Our fi 



ineffective except for the large number of kvams that infested to S i Py ^ 
was also surprised at the number of hares that went hoppinj t£? v 



er our first stop we pushed on higher still over easvJSl 9 
feet, and from here we could sec right into the upp»«5j2 



surpn 
before us. After 
a few hundred 

the nullah in which, on the previous evening, the animals 'haiTba^rcmrt^ 
to be. I don't know who saw them first. Sultana Malik or I but it W II 
close thing. Anyhow, there about half a mile above us, and in an apparemlJ 
unassailable position, were nine ovis i mmon, presumably the herd I had 
been told of, and so far as we could see at that distance, there were at least 
two or three shootable heads among them. 

"The first thing to do was to study their position, and the approaches to 
it from a much nearer point, so we took a long, left-handed 'chukkar' 
away from the spot on the spur where we had first seen them, intending to 
come up again on to the crest a few hundred yards nearer for another look. 
Whilst climbing over the smooth, shaley slope, I saw the complete skeleton 
of an animal lying away to my left. I went over to it, and found it to be the 
remains of an ammon, with a head about 44 inches long, without allowing 
for badly broken tips. Evidently there had been good ammon in the block 
at some time, and ev en if the wild dogs had got this one, I decided to have it 
collected and take it back with me. 

"On arrival at the place decided on for our next spy, we found that our 
previous assumptions were correct ; firstly that the animals were in a difficult 
position to approach, for they commanded all the around to each flank as 
well as below them for about 500 yards, and secondly that there was no cover 
above them for 200 yards. Also, the wind, although blowing up the nullah 
from the east towards them, was decidedly tricky. If it shifted more to the 
north it would give us away unless we moved quickly. But— among the 
nine animals we saw, three were definitely sizable heads. Of these three one 
stood out as having a really heavy horn, but he had lost a considerable 
amount more from one tip than from the other in the continuous scrapping 
that these fine old rams seem to enjoy. 

"However, action had to be taken, and there being practically no 
alternative, we decided on one more chukkar away from the crest and back 
again to a point which we hoped would be above them and partially concealed. 
We would have to crawl down from above, making use of whatever cover 
there was, and chance it. We had not very far to go this time, and when we 
reached our objective we found ourselves about 500 yards above them, and 
for the moment concealed from their view. They were at the bottom of a 
steep slope. 

"Now began the complete destruction of my shooting clothes. I wormed 
my way for 150 yards on my knees and stomach, panting and blowing, 
and endeavouring from time to time to check the impetuous rush of Sultana 
Malik who insisted upon going too fast before me, whispering, 'They won't 
stay there long P (He was about one-third of my size, and could move more 
easily.) However, I had fixed a point in my eye from which I felt I must 
take my shot, and was determined to reach it as little out of breath as 
possible. 
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hout most of these 1 50 yards, by raising myself on to my hands 
Tltf° ug i CO uld see all nine animals, while from a prone position I could 
J Kfl^' tw0 furthest away who were looking down the nullah and busy 
just T tnew I nwht have to get on to my feet and take a running shot at 
JatinS' 'n* but I hoped to get within the 200 mark first. We had done 
any vards, and now we stopped for breath. By raising ourselves 



jjjy u^w, yar ds, ana now wc Muppeu ior cream, ay rais 
^ in see the three nearest very clearly, and among them was the fine 
* th the broken tip. A few more yards and Sultana Malik said, 'We 
bead furl h er without their seeing us.' I decided to concentrate on 
80 £r one who had a good head practically complete, and number two 
h broken tip, for apart from this he carried a very fine head with heavy 
curling well forward. I slow ly raised myself to a sitting position, took 
^ady rest on both knees, allowed a few seconds for Sultana Malik to 
« number one with his glasses, and for me to draw a steady breath (height 
about 16,500) and let drive at him. 

"No doubt about a hit from the thud of the bullet striking, but apparently 
theammon is none the worse. Up go the heads of all the others as he moves 
slowly forward and I give him the left barrel. Another hit, for he stumbles 
badlv, staggers a few yards and goes down. 

"Now for number two. After reloading I had only time for one shot 
at about 250 yards before he has quickened his pace to a trot and joined the 
startled herd who are all in headlong gallop down the nullah. Following 
Sultana Malik's information as to his position, sometimes last, sometimes 
last but one, now on the right, now on the left, I manage to get six more 
shots at him before he has covered the remaining 600 yards between him and 
the next nullah. Sultana Malik is exultant. 

"Whether he was hit from my first or subsequent shots I cannot say, but 
when examining his tracks we found blood-stains. We went straight down 
to number one and found him to be hit in the stomach. What a magnificent 
head this great sheep has, and what a powerful neck carries it ! 

"On measuring, I was quite disappointed to find the tape did not make 
rtmore than 40 inches, but one's first amraon, even if it is one's only ammon, 
■ one of the great events of a lifetime. I was in no mood to grumble. 

"We left a cooli beside the body and set off along the track followed by 
the others. On it we found blood every ten yards or so, and we followed 
uiern over the next ridge and into the adjoining nullah to the south where 
had last seen the fugitives disappear. Here on the crest we waited for the 
P° n ymen who, attracted by the sound of firing, had left camp and were 
2p?up to the first ammon in expectation of a good meal on raw flesn, 
h is something they appreciate. It was four o'clock in the afternoon 
^ore i CQlIect best trackers> with sufficient rations 



fofr«2 d la y th em on the blood trail with orders to follow it up until the. 
I S J 6 animal. Then one of them was to return and lead me to the > spo ^ 
made all necessary preparations for moving camp in that direction tn- 



morning. 

^a£°? rs retum to camp that evening everyone was wiidl.v exceed 
***zing luck on a first day out was, they said, unheard of. Sultana 
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Malik produced an English pipe and smoked it, remarking that he cm u 
face the population of his native village with equanimity. He shoot 
with me or ^ N<»1- He natted Rahim on the hark a 



me, and with Noel. He patted Rahim on the back, a ges^Jk^ 
little appreciated, congratulating him on the fact that he so often fed 2* 
minating visions on the subject of shikar, and that this one had come tn* u * 
I had thought Ladakhis pleasant people. I still think so, but at the tL 
my view of them became a little biased. The ponymen v. ho had been 2 
out to fetch back the dead ammon were a long time in returning. When2 
last they came, they carried it in pieces as it is too large an animal to cam- 
whole. They had only too obviously enjoyed the dissection of its body, fa 
their faces and clothing were covered in blood. Blood-stained clothing 
to be expected, but their faces showed that they had devoured the entnik 
of the animal. With them was a woman whose face was bloodiest of a!L 
Knowledgeable readers may well say, "But Buddhists do not eat animal 
flesh I M All I can answer is that these Buddhists did. The sight of them 
was not pretty. Waves of sickness rose in me, and I took myself away. 

That night we stayed where we were while waiting for news of the other 
wounded ammon. Noel went out in the morning again to look for burrheL 
I stayed alone in camp. It was cloudy-looking down the valley. The wind 
blew cold and sunshine was intermittent, the ground around me was 
carpeted with tinv and exquisite alpine plants. It might help to give this 
record an air if I could name some varieties, but unfortunately I am not a 
botanist and am singularly unversed in the Latin names of plants. 

Time was moving on towards our return to Srinagar and the ordinary 
world. Once the wounded ammon was trailed and found, we should set m 
fares towards Leh, spend a few days there perhaps, and then make tor me 
nullah in Kashmir, where Noel hoped to find his final trophy, the huge 
Kashmiri stag. Now quite suddenly I realized that I was tired. I seemea ■ 
have become very thin, and I wondered what I weighed. 1 was tired. toMj 
no colour in my clothes, and of looking like a boy. I wanted to wear a MOT 
asain. Quite ordinary things suddenly took on great value ; a COfnfoiWJ 
bed— not something I had to give up to form a table ever}' time Noel wanted 
a place to spread a map — a looking-glass in which I could see the who* j 
the worst or the best of myself, and warm feet. At that moment sow 
requirements seemed all I should ever ask for again. If all this soun» 
lamentable weakness in the face of the grandeur of scenery with wwc» 
was surrounded, I can only say again that I do not pretend to be a won-' 
devoid of weakness. j 

I thought of food. Food for which one would feel really hungry, 
chose in my mind the perfect dinner. I thought of wild duck and a w* 
ice. I was deadly sick of mutton, and my effort on the previous evening 
eat what the coolis had left of the ammon's liver had not met with succe^j 
Still, tonight, we were opening a precious tin of herrings. I looked forwi 
to that. , te y ( 
The day wore on. Noel was still away. It grew darker in the vaiw 
A bitter wind was rising. It was becoming dark earlier in the evenings , nt 
Over the mountains hung an atmosphere of heavy melancholy. It * 
strange to think of the lives lived by the people m tins village who wouw b 
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£^ d wte™^^ r h ° m ? ny winter months ' 1 cursed bar of 
thKfow teS^f ? C fr ° m knowing their lhoughts - Here beneath 
STbfel?fc? mountains one saw human life as a short- 
It creXSn o&^l^ ^^ncholy of the place was insidious, 
and it S al 5 ne Seemed the uItimate realit y- It was arresting 

fmoort^c- PS i;J d *° drag aVvay n V noughts to Home where the un- 
of SSSdhS^^i^S S ° ma . ni ? S J- 1 thought of approaching autumn ; 
towards me from Xn^Yt^u ° f ^santhemums, of the salt mist blown 
A^birh^^K C f hanncl r of a table laid wit » an English tea. 

rSX' not ^ thf ^ laUghter in friend ' S h0mes ' Nothin S in 
Calcutta— not all the garden parties at Government House— neither the 

dances nor the paper chases, nor the everlasting round of dressed-up gaiety 

could compensate for them. You get this feeling sometimes in the East. 

It is a desperate, dire want of Home. Yet as soon as you cease to know it, 

you should recognize a danger signal pointing to the fact that you are afraid 

to go back to England. There are people who have become afraid. They are 

afraid of a dearth of fun, of discomfort owing to the shortage of domestic 

servants, of poverty. "Here," such people say, "you get value for your 

money !" But do you ? When, in up-country stations, you find yourself 

spending every evening at the club because there is nothing else to do— with 

nothing inside yourself any more to keep you in your bungalow. There you 

sit round little tables, drinking and eating "gram" or fried potato chips called 

"aloes" as you discuss the latest scandal. People come and sink down 

exhaustedly in a chair beside you. They never tell you anything new, nor 

have you anything new to say to them, because both of you know exactly 

what the other must have done that day, and the day before, and the day 

before that. You chatter though, and as the weeks and months pass your 

chatter becomes more meaningless. You give a party, and it's all rather 

pretentious — yours and other people's parties. I once knew a hostess in a 

small up-country station who used to inscribe either "Tails" or "short coat" 

upon her dinner invitations. Think of that now ! If such a thing does not 

make you rebellious there is no hope for you any more. At such parties 

People sit according to precedence, even in a small up-country station. It 

seems an incredible thought that every attempt at congeniality must be so 

deliberately frustrated. 

. In India, many Europeans feel, if the truth be spoken, just a little more 
important than at home. Why ? Because socially each is a large frog in a 
tl J?y puddle made by all for all to croak in. There have been some who, 
after years, have escaped this soul destruction, but only few. 

Yet— despite all this there is the India of the plains and of the jungles. 
*fere is the cry of the sweetseller on station platforms and of the Mahom- 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

THE NEXT MORNING NOEL MOVED OFF EARLY WITH SULTANA MALIK, HOPr r 

to get in touch with the trackers. In his diary he says : 

"I stayed out till 6 p.m., climbing well above the snow-line from where I 
had the most marvellous view of the highest peaks in the Karakorum. I saw 
no sign of the trackers and returned somewhat disconsolately to camp. Shortly 
after nine o'clock however, two very tired coolis limped into camp carrying 
heavy burdens, one a large sack of gruesome lumps of flesh, the other the head 
of number two, complete except for his broken horn. To my intense 
delight he measured 47 inches— a really fine head. To make it better, his skin 
was in no way damaged except around one eye where vultures had attacked 
him. When found in a small water course he had apparently been dead for 
some hours, as the result of the cold water reaching his wounded intestines, 
the bullet having hit him far back and low. So many stories are told of sc- 
called wounded beasts whose heads are subsequently brought in by shikaris, 
having been dug up from a place where they have been kept in pickle, that I 
was glad to be sure this ammon was my own. A sign of this was that the 
meat was fresh and bloody. This, together with the broken horn, was 
unmistakable evidence, and corroboration of the blood-stained track which 
I had followed myself for a great distance." 

That head, too, went into Roland Ward's book. 

Noel had now shot the permissible limit of two heads. I was astounded by 
their weight. The two, together with the one that was found upon the ground, 
made an imposing sight upon the back of a yak. 

There still remained burrhel and sharpu. We set off towards Leh as 
quickly as possible. 

The only event of any interest on the way was that we fell in with a 
caravan of traders on their way from Lhassa to Kashmir. A miserable - 
looking chestnut puppy was struggling along with them, and although it 
may seem incredible that I could be so foolish, again I fell, and landed 
myself with another dog. I had made up my mind to leave Towzer in Leh, 
but "Ginger" was too small to be left anywhere, and far too small to be 
staggering along, thin and uncared for in the way he had travelled up to now. 
I would take him to Calcutta. I would shave him like a poodle if need be. 
I did all this, but I didn't know, even then, just how attached I should become 
to him, or how I should treasure this nomad from Central Asia as my constant 
companion throughout the rest of our time in India, only to lose him of 
rabies at Hackbridge two days after my arrival in England. He had weathered 
Calcutta, he had lived with us in Meerut, where he had grown to a huge size 
suggesting a cross between a chow and a pomeranian (the last only in shape), 
and during the voyage Home he had received many admiring visitors on the 
poop deck, and then— a telephone call for me m a London hotel, "Your dog 
has gone mad . . ." Afo— it's only because he is not used to captivity, and 
has never been away frcm me. . . . 




m sorry, madam. 
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been destroyed " The brain wil1 of course ^ examined after he has 

The diagnosis read, "Rabies". 

«*wprina a™" ^ h tWO da >; s later to find a c °Pious mail which took much 
S 2 Among my own there was a long box with the name of a London 
iJSSS? I« pondered what in heaven's name it held, but when I opened 
?l A ^L r of them told me. It was from a woman friend in England. 
I had quite forgotten that I had asked her to buy me an evening dress. That 
it should have been carried all the way from Srinagar by coolfto await us in 
Leh, and that it would return with us, piled up with pots and pans and 
yakdans on a pony's back, struck me as both tiresome and funny. 
My friend had written, You must be crazy going off into the blue like that. 
I carit think of any greater hell, but then— you have always done the oddest 
things. . . . Then she told me of the purchase of the evening dress. There 
it was in its box. The sensible thing to do was to leave it there, broken though 
the sides of the box were ; not to do what I knew I had every intention of 
doing, unpack it, try it on, and let it trail upon the dirty floor of the dak 
bungalow. Noel was out, and I had the place to myself. There was a cracked 
mirror in the room standing on a table that we used for eating. I pulled off 
my breeches and shirt and tried on the dress. In it, with my appearance at 
its present stage of part wornness, I felt I might have had some success as 
a music hall turn. The dress was made of gold lame, and had a little train. 
It was eminently suitable for a vice-regal party. My dressmaker at home had 
my measurements, but I seemed now to be a long way inside the dress. It 
fell off my shoulders. Unless I put on some flesh before I wore it, there was 
likely to be a nasty accident. Trekking to uninhabited regions is all very 
well, but it plays the devil with one's appearance. I can hear hardened women 
travellers snort. I don't mind their snorts. I see no need to become unsexed 
by travel, and in any case I find those women boring who enjoy deliberate 
plainness. Noel came in during my posturing, and laughed at me I 

Since our last visit to the town, Leh had become the vortex of Central 
Asian society. Caravans were in. The streets were filled ^ 
people of different nationalities. Yarkandis ; m their 
Tibetans with their long pigtails, red-bearded Mahometans ^S^^^^^ 
"house" (which means their wives) all jostled one another Tte Mai orn^dan 
wives were veiled in white from head to foot. T^ 3 "^^-^^ 
missioner was still in residence, and tonight there was to be a J*™%£ 
the gardens of his house to which everyone in the town ^wa ^itea. 1 ner 
would be devil-dancing and play-acting; Russian dancing too, by some 
Yarkandis. It promised to be a good party. , onerous, I 

f The duties of the British Joint C^^^^SflStot^ PmlpSSw 
found. Some people at home seem to think such men j ust si in P - 

* their residences. It is not so. I badW^° ^ beginnin? 



connection with the trade of Ladakh with China and l oei. fir$t 
* understand the importance of Leh as a great ^E"^' f ^ town seemed 
?ft we had heard much talk of caravans ^J^^^ted merely a 
to hang upon their arrival. To me, they had at firs : sugg LaQe 
Amorous procession such as might appear upon the stage 
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durine a performance of a scene from The Arabian Nights. The word 
caravan did not seem to belong to a modern world where trade between 
countries was negotiated by sea and rail. I had underestimated the 
importance of Leh. The town was far from being a holiday centre that 
catered for the amusement of summer visitors. The caravan trade was 
serious, and the real significance of it was soon brought home to me. 

Under a commercial treaty concluded many years ago with a Majarajah 
of Kashmir, a British Commissioner is deputed to Ladakh to regulate both 
trade and traffic, toecther with an official appointed by the Kashmir State. 
Both are Joint Commissioners of Ladakh. The duties of the Kashmir official 
are to attend to the interior administration of the province, whereas the 
responsibility of the trade routes devolves upon the British Joint Com- 
missioner. Hence his presence in Leh at the moment. He resides in the town 
only during the trading season of the year, returning to India just before the 
passes are closed by snow. He is a vital link between Britain and Central 
Asia, for the pressure of foreign competition upon British commerce can be 
felt even in this far-off land. 

The trade between Western Tibet and Chinese Turkestan is brought from 
Lhassa, Kutan, Kashgar and Yarkand in time to meet the Indian caravans 
which start in the summer from the Punjab, carrying cotton goods, tea and 
other merchandize. In Leh, the Russian-booted Yarkandis, and merchants 
from China offer for barter and sale their gold, silver and carpets, exchanging 
them for the goods of the Indian traders. After a short stay in the town these 
strangers depart towards the four points of the compass before their various 
routes are closed by snow. It seemed an odd method of doing business. 
One that carried you back in imagination to Biblical times, but one that is 
unlikely to change for many years, for changes happen slowly in the East. 

It struck me as strange that no elaborate jurisdiction seemed necessary to 
control the crowds of merchants in the town, but I was told that trade disputes 
seldom took place, and that when they did, they were settled quickly and 
fairly easily by arbitration in the Serais. It seemed there was a lesson to be 
learnt from this Eastern league of nations. 

No caravan could get far upon its route without a passport from the 
British Joint Commissioner, and obviously in this way a certain control was 
levied. 

The trade routes are maintained entirely at the expense of the Kashmir 
State, which pays some thousands of rupees yearly to the Joint Commissioners 
for the upkeep of the road. The distance from the Zogi Pass to the Karak- 
orum is over 300 miles ; that from Leh to the Tibetan frontier over 100. 
Therefore even the sum allotted would be inadequate for the upkeep of 
roads of such length were it not for the help given by the people of the 
country. At a summons from the British Joint Commissioner, Ladakhis, 
dependent as they are for much of their livelihood upon the traffic of the 
country, will assemble at once and work unceasingly to repair a broken 
bridge, or a fallen piece of road, so long— and this seemed an important 
factor— as the Commissioner himself is present, accepting without question 
whatever payment he sees fit to give them. It sounded simple, but then, 
labour troubles have not yet reached Ladakh. 
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of the disasters that can happen to the trade routes, I have learnt much 
from reading old books and reports. There was once a year st U cal led the 
%d yeaf , when, m spite ot the fact that Ladakh is^^SSlSd 
/rainless tract a steady rain began near the Zogi in June, workin" havoc 
mong the roads and bridges. The Indus rose in flood, and 'co^uritoZ 
between Snnagar and Leh were completely cut off. The bridge leading to 
the old fort at khargil was destroyed, and it stands at a distance of 120 miles 
from the nearest town ! 

The British Joint Commissioner, who was officiating at that time took 
action on his own responsibility and with very little help. Villagers were 
collected to fell the tall poplars near the fort, and prepare planks for use 
until supplies arrived from Kashmir. The river could not be crossed, and 
therefore workers on either side of it could not communicate with one another. 
Those who had attempted to cross it had been drowned. No boat or raft 
could hope to live upon the waters. The story goes that when the necessity 
arose from the far side to summon a road official from Leh, a Ladakhi who 
possessed a bow and arrow saved the situation. The orders were affixed 
to a shaft which carried the message across the river. Further trouble came 
the same year when the Shyok river flooded, as it has done since. Rafts had 
been wrecked, and caravans from Yarkand were blocked in the Nubra Valley. 
Trade for that year seemed to be at a standstill. Yet— within two months 
this broken mountain road of 2C0 miles, crossing three large rivers and three 
high passes, was— by the British Joint Commissioner, a handful of British 
officers disappointed in their shooting trips, together with the natives of the 
locality— put in a condition to carry the Central Asian trade, and was m 
order from end to end. This happened in 1894 and seems a good illustration 
of the work of Empire builders of the time. 

I cannot remember ever feeling such contentment of spirit as I felt m 
Leh during those August days. I had taken on our journey ^hcartc^y 
but somehow I had achieved it. Perhaps ^ 
inordinately pleased with myself, but I don't think 
It was rather that, almost in spite of ^X^oST^fSi to 
learnt the fatal error one 

frustrating law "I can t . That way, sure y the fearful may 
away from that garden so Jf ^ e ~ d \ his out . Ladakh had taught me 
not enter. I had, for the fi st time, touMi ^ Qne ( ^ 

much ; Chang Cteo^*M™^ f one's nature it is possible to develop m 
hope to change the [ un ^ a ^ ta e 1 x S t ended until one is using every power one 
spite of them. To have been ^ SQ exten ded-is to have acquired a 
has-to have been ever i for ash on far ever more a source of 

certain power over one s boay m 

«tr^nath to draw on. ^Residency. A grassy space in the grounus 

centre a huge bonfire burnt, 
v. j ulJr. rooed off as an arena, anu Ker osene was from time to 

taUt WSS* io * s ^1o ensu^el s S sufficient light (for darkness 
t£? nnu?ed upon the blaze :to sfood with torches in their hands at 

wTfS swi?t'y>^ na Lad A a i ^"Sd upon a dais were chairs to accommodate 
the corners of the arena. 
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the hieher Ladakhi officials and friends of the Commissioner. Next to me 
L a throne-like richly upholstered chair, sat a little boy of ten years 0 tf 
Wfth some fediog of awe I realized that he was the Skushog, or living Buddha 
Th-se Living Buddha* are believed to be the spiritual sons of Celestial Beings 
In order tohelp mankind upon the road to Nirvana, they voluntarily remain 
: ;, lhe n 3 pv stale ttwnaeivw as once havmg passed in it is impossible 
for them to reappear on earth. So, owing to their compassion for mankind, 
^ e Celestial Beings produce spiritual sons so that through them a chance 
may be given to humanity to escape from the terrors of being subjected to 
recurrent transmigrations. 

The Skushog was a very small figure dressed m beautiful yellow robes. 
Standing behind him were two Lamas. The Commissioner told me afterwards 
that they had been his nurses. The child's face was a perfect ova , pa'e as 
the skin of a banana, finely featured and exquisite. He showed little sign 
of childishness. Later the Commissioner told me the story which had 
rendered unnecessary a search by the Lamas for an infant who, being born 
at the moment of the departing Skushog's death, was the recipient of his 

SPir On this occasion, before his death the old Skushog had indicated that a 
chfld would be born to a woman in a far-orT mountain village at the moment 
when he died, and that no further search need be made, for the boy would be 
the living Buddha. The village was visited and the pregnant woman found. 
The birth of the child coincided with the death of the old Lama almost to 
the minute. Sceptics may not believe it, but that is the story. The baby 
was taken to the monastery at Leh, where he was brought up by the two 
Lama "nurses". 

This indeed seemed one of the greater Mysteries. The mother of the 
boy had been a typical Ladakhi woman, high cheek-boned and Mongolian 
in appearance. No Ladakhi woman, according to European standards, is 
a beauty, but this child was so beautiful that I could hardly tear my eyes 
away from his face. He seemed oblivious of his surroundings, and looked 
steadfastly to his front. Widely set eyes burnt blackly between exquisitely 
arched brows, which seemed too perfectly pencilled to be natural. He was 
like a small, superlatively modelled image. The Commissioner told me that 
a few days ago he had paid an official visit to the little Skushog in his 
monastery, when his manners and bearing had been those of an adult ana 
erudite man. When he was twelve he would go to Lhassa for twelve years 
solitary learning and meditation. Then he would return to Leh. 

A dog was playing in front of us, and now for the first time the child gave 
a sign that he was human. He smiled at its antics, only to become image-like 
again as a passing Lama knelt before him for his blessing, which he gave by 
stretching out his hand, and laying it for a moment on the old man's head. 

The performance was about to begin. I was impatient to see this devii- 
dancing, or, as it is more often called, masquerade dancing, by the priests. 
Many travellers make pilgrimages to the rich monastery at Hemis to see tne 
yearly masque. There, the dresses, which are utterly grotesque, are all 
brought from Lhassa. The origin of the pantomime is unknown, but it is 
of a great age, dating from times before the introduction of Buddhism, to 
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ich it has littleaffinity. What we should see in the garden of the ( orn- 
Sner would be a minor display, but still, I felt, one of the expencn^f 
a lifetime. 

3 There was a feehng of expectancy among the colourful audience crowded 
^od.the arena. A silence fell. Then two strange figures appeared in 
Riequin garb surmounted by death's-head masks. They skipped tightly 
bounding from side to side in rhythmical precision. In a moment they wer- 
followed by couples impersonating the various protective Gods of floe' s' 
crops and home. The worship of fecundity was plainly demonstrated by 
subtle movements and gestures. Next came the sacred bird, the vulture 
aho was received with much enthusiasm, for upon his good offices depends 
the ultimate happiness of any departed person, whose corpse if placed\ipon 
the mountain-side and picked clean will save the departed prolonged agony 
in hell. 

More grotesque individuals arrived in the arena, impersonating with their 
amazing head-dresses unheard of and unknown animals as well as peacocks, 
panthers, stags and wild sheep. The heads were fearfully and wonderfully 
made. Next came a dragon, winding in and out of trees, and between the 
crowds, before it passed across the arena. It was difficult to see how it was 
made, but evidently the long body was a vacuum covered with many layers 
of harlequin paper. Inside the body were lights, upheld by men who walked 
beneath so that it looked as though the dragon had human legs. 

Afterwards there was wild dancing by Yakandis, much resembling that of 
Cossacks, and last of all a satirical skit was acted, showing the Sahib who 
came to Ladakh for shikar, with pointed references to the laziness and 
inefficiency of his Kashmiri servants. I wondered if Sultana Malik was 
among the audience, and if so, what impression this sketch made upon him, 
it being obvious that Ladakhis looked upon a Kashmiri s knowxedge of the 
mountains as laughable. Perhaps a Hungarian gipsy violmist migfrt show 
the same amusement were an Englishman to attempt tc .play *e «™ m^c 
as he. I did not expect Sultana Malik to ^seenlto^ of he sU teh. 
I had never known him see humour in anything. He was as dull as oniy a 

man of one idea can be. mM i tM n f ten o'clock. The crowd 

The party broke up somewhere it .the ^« to the dak 

in its strangely different garb 'dispersed Und we wanoe ^ 
bungalow realizing that this had been an experience 

again. .... ^ „a w Memsahib ! The Sahib-log will come 

''Good-bye, Sahib ! Good-bye, Meinsamo new ^ 

again one day !" The words rang m our ea s as m ^ q( uh 
of ponies, we made our wa .y '™ road towards Kashmir. This time 
towards the big entrance gate to take " e h for sharpu and burrhd, and 
we should pause twice upon th e way ^ rf & m jn [<ashmir . 
then remain perhaps for a .week .up ^ |acc over Leh 

We looked back attte ™ n ^Vt ake it easy 1" I knew that to take it 
Noel had said to ""vJ^&Ee. Would we ? Even then, I determined to 
easy would be a cone 
return. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

NOEL HAD BEEN DISAPPOINTED IN LEH TO HEAR THAT NIMU, WHIPE HE INT»to 

to go to look for sharpu and the ever elusive burrhcl, was by no rne— 
well spoken of. On arriving there we found the truth of this, for we spei* 
five days during which he saw no sign of either animal. We began to belie- 
what many people had told us, that in the summer months the old sharrL 
rams are the most wary of all the hill sheep, and are seldom to be found during 
the daytime ; and that they had been known only to feed for about half an 
hour at dawn and dusk, and to spend the rest of the day lying up in the shade 
of rocks and caves where there is only the minutest possibility of seeing them. 
In despair Noel sent a cooli back to Leh with a wire to the Game Preservation 
Department in Srinagar for permission to shoot the nullah at Khalsi, the 
home of the first Moravian missionary we had met. 

We moved on down the road by which we had come to Khalsi, and there, 
at the post office, Noel found a reply to his wire giving him the permission 
he wanted. We remained at Khalse for one night, and were kindly invited 
by the missionary to pitch our tents beneath the trees in his garden. The 
next day Noel departed up the hill and I was left alone. During the morning 
the missionary came over to my tent. "Would you be interested in seeing a 
leper?" he asked. "I am about to treat one." Would I be interested? I 
was for a moment filled with horror at the thought. But I saw his eyes fixed 
on my face. From the expression in them I understood that this was some- 
thing one should not fear, at least not in the way I feared it. I answered 
"Yes," almost in spite of myself. I followed him to a wall against which 
a creature was leaning. Where his eyes should have been, there were holes. 
I had never before seen anything so horrific, and there is no point in describing 
him further. The thing which stood out in my mind was the tremendous 
courage of this English physician, and the fervour and the faith which he 
brought to his work. 

The next day we moved camp seven miles up the nullah to SkinUng, ana 
from there over a dividing mountain range to Nairmoo, where, after another 
precious four days of fruitless climbing and furious gazing at a sparse 
collection of indifferent heads of sharpu, Noel shot one of 25 } inches, the 
best there was amongst them. 

By this time August was nearly over, and we set off hurriedly towards 
Kashmir so as to stake out a claim for the nullah in the Sind valley where 
Noel hoped to shoot a barasingh before the end of his leave. The season 
for these huge Kashmiri stags does not open until September 15th, but the 
nullahs are not numerous enough to meet the demand of those sportsmen 
who want them, so one has to be on one's ground early. This is particularly 
annoying, as it is seldom before the 26th at earliest that any of the larger 
stags make their appearance from their summer homes in the forests oi 
Tilkl. Only the does and the young beasts come early, and so a stalker 
must spend as much as a fortnight kicking his heels and ramping witn 
impatience at the foot of his nullah before getting a shot. Noel had decided 
to get the Rezan nullah if he could, and we arrived at tbe village of that name 
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on the 9th to find the nullah unappropriated Vrom th_ 
t±'! 2£*>S» following the prims of KEtSE t n °"™±™ «« 



every other dW about 'six mil 'to d " u- ™«^ PS ' 8nd ^ 
came nearer to civilization it was odd he v;l » , t h J^fT"- M 71 
msehes and sueh things as letters and pXtegan 'o matted """" 

W« moved un intn th*> nnn^r n„l!ol, JL X.. \Y2* An l ° matter - 



We moved up into the upper nullah on the 15th nnd i£u5t 
cm a little plateau surrounded by fir trees, f^Vmi^XZ^ 

bushes? pme iorest gives vvay to the deiicate iigMs and sr 0 ss 

Tnmfri'f ^^Sfli/^ heavenl ? days than on that P Jat ^u at about 
7,000 leet. The tang of autumn was in the air, which smelt as though every 

delicious essence in the world hung in it. The inhabitants of the village in 
the valley below supplied us with honey and walnuts, a welcome variation 
to our diet. I felt fit, hard-muscled, and alive. At sun-rise every morning 
the beauty around us was unbelievable. The first light of the sun coloured 
the tops of the snow-covered mountains which lay on every side of us with the 
most delicate pink. Then as the ball of fire rose from its bed beneath the 
summit of a glacier-fringed range, the depths of the valleys below suddenly 
awoke to great ladder-like rays of golden light. These stretched downwards 
between the long rows of jet-black firs, which in turn gave birth to patches 
of an opalescent haze. So, with amazing rapidity night slipped away into the 
farthest recesses of the valley, whilst pink turned to dazzling white along the 
whole sky-line. A sky which put the bluest turquoise to shame. 

Time was slipping by— far too fast— after the miraculous way it does 
when one is happy. We had to be back in Srinagar by October 1st, and 
perhaps— we had both lived in tents for long enough. That other life, of 
troops and training, of fearful social obligations, of those dinner parties 
to which one could not only invite those people one wanted to see—that lite 
was still there. We should go again, all dressed up, to those Saturday race- 
meetings. There would be garden parties, and balls at ©ovon^t House, 
and those dreadful women's luncheon parties at which ^^^^^ 
ou«lo another with the magnificence of the repast she oftered WediouW 
breakfast at Tollygunge club before the sweltering Kn mcha s^atS 
ride on the race-course before breakfast, f^/^f^^J^SS^ 
our return that another bath was ^--^^^o^^ tS 
those paper-chases over the paddy-fields. In Ind a, it ooesn i te 



a rebel, but you mustn't show it. That would looK too n at 
an attitude of superiority. It is the We you have to five, ion t ^ 
any rate, and so you must make the best of it J**™ y on waves that will 
the attitude of King Canute, wasting .^^f^if^cape one day. 
°ot recede. If they engulf you for a time, thei e w ill oe es £ cam ^ d 
- On September 22nd the first fall of snow arrived as low ^ ^ 
maidan above us was a foot deep underj^sott co * head a 
barasingh one morning after an ^jntTOUngi stai ^ ^ 
P°or specimen, and as the limit he could shoot was 1 § fcft jn ^ bich to 
^take about his next one. He now had only ^o 
get and the atmosphere of our camp became tense. 
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More snow fell, and now lay permanently around our tents m the fo 
and then, on September 26th, came the Day. 

(Extract from MoeVs diary.) 

"li ning" installed myself on my usual rock, and spied without result j n 
everv direction, I sent Sultana Malik away up another 400 led to a pi ucc 
from where he could see right into some small nullahs which were invisible 
from below. About half an hour after his departure, I saw him through my 
telescope, right away above me and making violent signs to me, clearly 
indicating that he had seen something which I was to go up and look at, 
too Oft' I went— up and up over snov, -covered rocks and a slope which 
rapidly approached more nearly to 70 degrees than 45. Several times, 
puffins and blowing, 1 halted for breath and looked hopefuly upwards, but 
still the crouching figure signalled to me in such a way that there was no 
mistaking the urgency of the situation. By this time I was probably a good 
10 000 feet above sea level, but the greater heights to which I had climbed 
in Ladakh had tried me far less. At last I joined Sultana Malik, and 
cautiously peering round the edge of his sheltering rock, I saw appearing 
over the slope of the next ridge of the spur on which we were— at a distance 
of about 200 yards— a pair of the most magnificent Tops' which I had ever 
imagined. Evidently the stag was asleep ; also a person of considerable 
importance, for above and below him— some lying down, staring fixedly 
into space; some quietly grazing— were eight smaller beasts who were 
apparently on picket for 'His Majesty'. There was no possibility whatever 
of getting closer to him without alarming the others, so it was simply a 
question of agonized waiting to see whether he would rise from his nap and 
climb farther up the hill in full view, or merely disappear silently into the 
nullah below, taking those wonderful horns with him for ever, so far as I 
was concerned. 

"My own position was far from ideal. I was balanced on a knife-edged 
ridge, endeavouring to wedge myself into a space where I could remain 
steady among loose and snow-covered boulders. The only spot from vrfiich 
I could see to shoot was fully exposed to the view of at least four of the 
eight scouts which I felt sure were specially detailed for his protection, conse- 
quently the slightest movement had to be avoided. Minutes passed, and it 
seemed to me that half an hour must have elapsed, during which I went 
through all the tortures of stag fever in its most virulent forms. Suddenly 
there was a mighty upheaval of the 'Tops', which rose slowly in the air, 
followed by the collossal head and body of their owner. Not one second 
did he pause to shake himself or look round. Slowly and majestically he 
set off straight up the hill in full view. 

"Sultana Malik's excitement nearly caused an immediate disaster by the 
number of utterly unheeded instructions he gasped into my ear as I drew a 
bead. Only thirty yards now separated the stag from the entrance to a small 
pass for which he was making. My heart was going like a sledge-hammer 
at the sight of his immense size. It was now or never. I pressed me trigger 
with the fairest broadside shot that one could hope for. Surely J couia 
not miss ... but to all appearances the first shot passed right over his 
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back. Not a second to wo ' ' 

barrel, the thud of the bullet b^oZ'J^ 1 . S u? him sta ^r to my second 
time for a desperately fid fed Ki 'i r „H U<,lb, S, ln th u 6 m > c,ear a ^ Onfr 
standing upright to get the best -'iw ™,?h a "° her shot from "V Snider, 

ridge. I can just see the lop ofhls back ash? £ 8< * S behind his she,tcrin 8 
S im at. 1 01 nis back as he lies ... it is not enough to 

"Now there is an awful n"n» >t>„. j 1 • 

said Sultana Malik in rny ear At th* S W a " impassable "khud" !' 

0 his feet and staggered on By tht tim^H^ ^ ° Id monarch rose 
sitting on a rock from which Kid ^ n^resttlv ^ ^ 
him again for what I felt would be my last dSSA *l Sfff-iiS ^ 
a^h orain K11IW QtrJlrA no ~ * i: cnance. 1 lett I almost saw the 
450-gram bullet strike, as the great shaggy neck reeled away from what bv 
all the known precedents should have been an instantaneo^u ly Tatal shot 
He made a short stumbling turn away from me and, followed by groans of 
despair from Sultana Malik, disappeared from view. 'The precipice is many 
hundred feet deep, and no sahib could pass there,' he sobbed. The horns 
will be smashed to pieces I' 

"At first I swore I would not even go and see the pitiful wreckage which 

1 knew I would find far away below me. I determined I would not even 
have the body removed. I swore he might lie for ever there on the hill where 
he had so severely worsted me, that I would leave camp that night, and 
Kashmir immediately and for ever. 

"Then second thoughts came to me, and despite the warnings that the 
place was impassably steep, and that I could not possibly reach him without 
going a long way round, I set off in search. After a hair-raising scramble 
we found him a full 700 feet below the spot where he took his final plunge. 
The horns were dreadfully smashed and the body cut to ribbons. 

"Sadly we started the work of reconstruction. Many pieces of his head 
were missing, which must be lying scattered over the face of that precipitous 
water course down which he had rolled. Sultana Malik and Samandu were, 
however, hopeful, and after a strenuous search which lasted all through the 
day fifteen pieces had been collected leaving only one 'bez' tine and a few 
tiny tips missing. We put them all together as well as we could, and even 
then, with both the beams roughly joined to the shattered tops, we measured 
him a full 46£ inches with twelve points and astonishingly low brow tines." 

So much for the hunt. 

m The atmosphere of our camp that night was electric. I had been voting 
and wondering what in heaven's name could have happened to Noel. Never 
Wore had he been so long away. I grew fidgety thinking of khuds and 
gjPices; then frantic as twilight approached I ^ * R ^™^ 
gg -to find comfort in talking to him. "Sahib come back jwemsanib. 
**i I come back,'' was all he kept saying. Then S ahib not iall 
1 0 Vis,ons"-Rahim had always had visions. Now 1 ^f^/^^el 
idt**. n them * And then just at nightfall the party ^^%J^Z 
The best head man could ever hope to shoot in a life s tur 
* sh *d to pieces !" 
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That night I knew he did not want my conversation. 

The whole camp set out the next day to search the mound 
Amazingly the missing bez was found buried in the earth half-wav Xn"' 
the water course. Noel's spirits rose. He could now leave the nullah with 
high hopes that skilful workmanship would repair the head of the grand old 
stag and ensure for him a fitting resting place where he would receive the 
admiration and honour that were his due. We weren't disappointed over 
this for the head was— pending further operations upon its arrival in I'ngland 
— excellently repaired by Mahommed Baba, the taxidermist in Srinagar 
The shattered skull was replaced by a carved wooden block, and the joins 
in the horn covered with putty, cunningly worked with corrugations 
incredibly like the real thing. 

He could not be regarded as a record head, although none larger had been 
shot either in that or the previous year. On the other hand he was no ordinary 
specimen, and owing to his unusually early arrival in the nullah, the great 
struggle he put up against his fate, and the general magnificence of his head, 
he deserved the greatest respect that could be paid to him. 

One more excerpt from my husband's diary will perhaps show non- 
sporting readers something of a sportsman's mind when once the stalk is 
over : 

"I may be thought unduly sentimental, but once the stalk has terminated 
successfully and I see one of those magnificent lords of the dark fir forests 
and empty highlands of Central Asia dead before me, I have very definite 
pangs of regret. Nor do I lose them until I know I have done my best to 
have his head worthily set up amongst other highly prized trophies. This I 
think is the last and just compliment I can pay to a gallant victim." 

Noel finished his diary sometime afterwards. 

"So let him rest, perhaps thousands of miles away from his native forests, 
gazing across a smoke-filled ante-room or hall, deaf to the uproar, ignorant 
of the endlessly changing throng of faces as they come and go. All shall see 
him and praise him, and to many he will recall vivid memories of success or 
failure in pursuit of his kith and kin. Opposite to him hangs the great ammon 
from Rupski, gazing with his yellow, sleeping eyes at some distant spot across 
the Tibetan frontier from which he strayed. Between them the little snub- 
nosed antelope throws back his tapering horns as he sniffs the screaming wind 
which carries towards him the first snow-flakes across the 20,000-foot pass 
of the Lanak La. He is thinking perhaps of the warm springs of Kyam ana 
the pleasant grazing ground to be found there. 

"As I look at them almost I think I am alone. I am at the momem 
happier so. No longer can I mix in the shouting, scrambling mike with utc 
subalterns (although perhaps some think I should). Not yet will I c°nuenw 
myself to the dictates of three other companions and the deliberate ana 
considered policy which hangs on the fall of a card. I fall between those 
two uncomfortable stools, but am content to wander on alone with W 
imagination and my memories. Imagination, the goad of the ambitious. 
Memories — the playground of men s heai ts. 
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-Slowly the blue mists are rising from the sleeping valley round the black 
fir forests, past the silver birches with their gleaming trunks-away over the 
grey-green open grassland Now they turn opalescent as they greet the 
rising sun, whose long pink fingers come stretching out towards them, soon 
to be followed by the crimson dawn as it blazes above the jagged mountain 
top. • • • Two hundred yarus of snowy nullah in front of me, and over the 
far edge I see them— those gigantic 'tops'. Will they never rise? Yes, he 
is getting up, and there he stands looking at me steadily and proudly. Nor 
does he deign to move. Is there a reproachful look in those great brown 
eyes ? I think not, for I believe his spirit is still wandering through the mighty 
forests of Tillel, happy, and at rest, but— I wish I knew. ... The sun is 
clouded over and the mist thickens. Now, silently, softly, snow begins to 
fall and covers the ground. Away— far away— I hear him calling, and his 
challenge echoes up and down the empty nullah. 

"I turn in my chair slowly, silently as I think, but that big ram with the 
broken tip to his horn has put up his head. He has sensed danger and for 
uncountable minutes I 'freeze'. Now at last he looks down the nullah again, 
and I can crawl on a few vital yards and then take my shot. . . . Slowly 
the foresight is creeping up to the spot behind his shoulder, but stops half- 
way. He has seen me. Up goes his head with those colossal horns curling 
forward beyond his nose. Now he is broadside on, a perfect shot, but my 
rifle is lowered — held down by an invisible hand. Why doesn't he gallop 
off? Where have the others gone to? But see, he is throwing back his 
head across his shoulder as one who beckons, and now he turns slowly 
towards the patches of snow below the pass and the gleaming glacier beyond. 
Yes he is beckoning to me to follow him there, and he is not alone. All 
around him I see figures, and they are beckoning too. Sultana Malik is 
there and Punsook and Samandu. Many funny old men too, with pig- 
tails showing beneath the black sheepskin flaps of their hats Rahnn with 
his cotton umbrella is there too. All of them are around the old ram as 
^Wv they pass away up the nullah. V/ith the last faint sound of their 
voto^&aintive whistle of a Ladakhi pipe played by some shepherd 
n??Snt mountain top. The old ram turns and looks at me again 
ZmJh iX^dl smell the scent of the wild mint crushed beneath the 
^^WcA as I climb the hill again." 

. , ^ VVP went back ; through Kangan and Ganderbal, filled with a 

And S %*Lnt not vn inged with sadness. At Srnagar we slaved m 
ta n excitement noi }-"" l h , , f . at Ma h ornme d 
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bout— this domestic tragedy. The woman who had spoken had once herself 
aused a scandal. Now she was securely re-established. So re-established 
hat she could afford to be scathing. There was no doubt of our being 

An indignation meeting was being held at another table. Someone 
else's reputation was being torn to bits. Once again we told each other that 
the people most worth knowing in India seldom went to clubs. 

t4 My dear, you have got thin ! It's a shame you've missed all the fun, 
it's been a heavenly season." After much of this I went back to the hotel. 

I said to Noel while \\c were changing : k T didn't spoil your sport?" 

His answer is of no importance to others. He added : 

*T wouldn't have taken any other woman, though," and then: What 

are you smiling at?" . , 

*T was just thinking." ("You wouldn't have brought any other woman 
to this God-forsaken country !'') One's mood can change the sense of w ords. 



I am at home in London with its dusty look of war-weariness ; its battered, 
razed buildings, and its steadfast calm. . 

A woman passes me in Bond Street, leaving a whirl behind her ol what is 
perhaps her last drain of expensive French scent, minty and aromatic. How 
strange that after eighteen years, in the heart of this island fortress, an 
evanescent trail of perfume should still take me back so swiftly to Ladakn. 
That it should remind me of the cheerful, grinning faces of our ponymen, of 
Rahim, who wrote through a "munshi" some years after our arrival in 
England "My body is in the East, but my eyes and heart, Memsahib, turn 
always to the West." The ache to be on the road is in my heart again as I 
think of the mountain, peace, and that almighty silence. 



THE END 



